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PREFACE. 



Shakespeare's play of The life and death of King John was 
printed for the first time, so far as we know, in the edition of his 
plays collected and published in 1623 by John Heminge and 
Henry Condell, and generally known, fix>m the form in which it 
is printed, as the first folio. But five and twenty years before • 
this date it is mentioned among Shakespeare's Tragedies, in 
company with Richard the Second and Richard the Third, 
Henry the Fourth, Romeo and Juliet, and Titus Andronicus, 
by Francis Meres, in his Palladis Tamia, or Wits Treasury, 
published in 1598. How long before this time King John was 
written is matter of pure conjecture, and can only be determined 
by internal evidence. Malone was in favour of the date 1596, 
because he supposed that Chatillon's description of the English 
fleet in ii. i. 72-75, 

* In brief, ft braver choice of dauntless spirits 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er 
Did never float upon the swelling tide. 
To do offence and scath in Christendom,* 

'was immediately suggested to Shakespeare by the grand fleet 
which was sent against Spain in 1596.* It seems to me a very 
slight foundation for such a theory. Shakespeare had to bring 
the invading army of John over to France by sea, and he could 
hardly describe the circumstance in more general terms than 
those he has employed. 

Another argument by which Malone endeavoured to support 
his theory that the play was written in 1596 was the fact that 
Shakespeare's only son, Hamnet, died and was buried on the 
nth of August in that year. He remarks, 'The pathetick 
lamentations which he has written for Lady Constance on the 
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death of Arthur, may perhaps add some probability to the 
supposition that this tragedy was written at or soon after that 
period.' Without insisting upon the circumstance that the grief 
of Constance is not for the death but for the imprisonment of 
her child, I would ask, is it absolutely necessary to suppose that 
the lines, however tender and beautiful, in which this grief is 
described, could only have been written by one who was smart- 
ing under the recent loss of his own son ? If it be not, then it is 
possible, as for other reasons it appears probable, that the play 
may belong to an earlier period than 1596. But even if we 
adopt Malone's suggestion that there is in this passage a direct 
reference to Shakespeare's personal sorrow, it is easy to suppose 
that the lines iii. 4. 90-100 may have been added to the original 
draft of the play. 

Another point, which is supposed to have some influence in 
determining the date of King John, is the fancied resemblance 
of Faulconbridge's speech in ii. i. 455-467 to some lines in the 
old play of Stucley, which although not printed till 1605 is 
believed by Dyce to be the same as the play of Stewtley, men- 
tioned in Henslowe's Diary as having been acted by the Lord 
Admiral's Company on the nth of December 1596. The lines 
which Steevens thought might have been imitated by Shake- 
speare are these, and any one who reads them will be able to 
form an opinion as to whether they have anything to do with 
the question before us. I think not. 

•Why here's a gallant, here's a king indeed 
He speaks all Mars * ^ 

Tut, let me follow such a lad as this 
This is pure fire; every look he casts 
Flasheth like lightning; there's mettle in this boy 
He brings a breath that sets our sails on fire 
AVhy now I see we shall have cuflfs indeed.' 

(Simpson's School of Shakespeare, i. 252.) But in another 
speech of the Bastard's, i. i. 244, 

* Knight, knight, good mother, Basilisco-like,' 

there is a distinct reference to the play of Soliman and Perseda, 
which was entered at Stationers' Hall, 29 November 1592. 



PREFACE. V 

Between this date, therefore, and 1598, when Meres wrote, th^ 
composition of King John must be placed, and if we may trust 
the evidences of style, language, and metre it is probable that we 
shall not be far wrong in placing it very near Richard II, perhaps 
rather before than after it, and therefore about the year 1593 or 
at any rate in the period 1593-4. 

The question of the authority followed by Shakespeare in 
this play is a very simple one. He took the old play on the 
same subject and rewrote it, keeping substantially the same 
plot, and adding only one character, that of James Gumey. 
There is no reason to suppose that, as in his other historical 
plays, he consulted the Chronicles at alL The title of the old 
play, which is anonymous, is ^The Troublesome Raigne of 
lohn King of England, with the discouerie of King Richard 
Cordelions Base sonne (vulgarly named. The Bastard Fawcon* 
bridge) : also the death of King lohn at Swinstead Abbey. As 
it was (sundry times) publikely acted by the Queenes Maiesties 
Players, in the honourable Citie of London.' The date of the 
earliest known edition is 1591, and it was reprinted in 16 11 with 
the addition of * Written by W. Sh.' on the title page. A third 
edition appeared in 1622, the title of which boldly states 'Written 
by W. Shakespeare.' The play is in two parts, the second be- 
ginning with the death pf Arthur, Act iv. Scene 3 of the present 
play, and having a separate title, 'The Second part of the 
troublesome Raigne of King lohn, conteining the death of 
Arthur Plantaginet, the landing of Lewes, and the poysning 
of King lohn at Swinstead Abbey.' Shakespeare, as has been 
said, follows the plot of the old play substantially, but one 
scene in which the Bastard is represented as ransacking an 
abbey is omitted altogether, and the result is a well developed 
historical drama instead of a politico-religious pamphlet. Some 
of the sentiment however still remains, and it is an instructive 
warning to those who would frame theories of the purpose of a 
play from internal evidence, that the passages to which Johnson 
pointed as containing undoubted references to the events of 
Shakespeare's own time, are just those which he took almost 
verbatim from the earlier work of his unknown predecessor. 
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The old play opens immediately after the coronation of John, 
which took place on Ascension Day, 27 May 1199, and ends 
with his death, 18 October 12 16. Between these two events 
the scenes do not follow in strict historic order, and ShsJce- 
speare has not attempted to make any change in this respect* 
The greatest disorder is found in the fourth act. If we place 
the time of the first act soon after John's coronation in 1199, 
Act ii and Act iii, Scene i belong to 1200, for the interview 
between John and the French King Philip, at which the 
marriage of Lewis and Blanch was agreed upon, was held on 
Ascension Day, 18 May 1200. The second and third scenes 
of Act iii belong to 1202, when Arthur was taken prisoner at 
the capture of Mirabeau on the ist of August, and kept at 
Falaise. The first and third scenes of Act iv follow the proper 
chronological order, the former belonging to 1202, and the latter 
to 1203, when according to some accounts Arthur was assas- 
sinated on the 3rd of April at Rouen. But the last scene of 
Act iii suddenly introduces Pandulph, whose visit did not take 
place till 12 12 when he was sent by the Pope to France to 
depose John. He landed in England in 121 3. In the second 
scene of Act iv we are carried back again to 1202,. when John 
was crowned a second time at Canterbury on the 14th of April, 
being Easter Day. The incident of the five moons which Js 
brought into the same scene is placed by the chroniclers in 
December 1200. Constance died in 1201, Elinor in 1204, and 
Peter of Pomfret flourished in 1212 and was put to death in 
1 21 3. All these events are referred to or made in the play to 
happen in Act iv, Scene 2. In the third scene of Act iv the 
same confusion prevails, and the death of Arthur (1203) is con< 
temporary with the landing of Lewis at Stonar in the Isle of 
Thanet on the 20th of May 1216. The fifth Act opens with the 
surrender of the crown by John to the Papal Legate, which 
really happened on the 15th of May 1213, but is made in the 
play to be contemporary with the French invasion. Act v. 
Scene 2 is placed at Bury St. Edmund's, but there is no evidence 
that the Dauphin ever had a can(ip there, and the locality waS' 
probably suggested to the author of the older play by the fact 
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that before the high altar of the Abbey the barons met in 1214^ 
Melun's confession of the meditated treachery of Lewis was 
made on his death-bed in London and not on the battle- 
field (Holinshed, iii. 193). The remaining scenes do not 
violate the chronological order of events, but it is worth while 
to note, as shewing how completely indifferent in this play 
Shakespeare was to historical consistency, that at the time of 
his father's death Prince Henry was only nine years old, having 
been bom i October 1207. On the other hand, Arthur is repre- 
sented as much younger than he really was, for he was bom 
30 April 1 1 87, and was therefore twelve years old at the open- 
ing of the play and sixteen at the time of his death. Again, 
Hubert de Burgh, one of the most powerful nobles of his time 
and Chamberlain to the King, for whom he successfvdly de- 
fended Dover Castle against Lewis, appears in the play as a 
person of inferior rank who could be employed in a menial 
capacity. It is hardly necessary however to refer to these facts 
in order to prove that Shakespeare did not follow the Chronicles, 
for a very superficial comparison of The Troublesome Raigne 
of King John with the play before us will be sufficient to shew 
that the latter is entirely taken from the former, and that to this 
cause and to this alone any departure from historical accuracy 
is due. The still earlier play of Kynge Johan by Bishop Bale^ 
which was edited for the Camden Society by the late Mr. Collier, 
has nothing whatever to do either with Shakespeare's work or 
that of his nearer predecessor. 

WILLIAM ALDIS WRIGHT. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



King John. 

Prince Henry, son to the king. 

Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, nephew 
to the king. 

Tlie Earl of Pembroke. 

The Earl of Essex. 

The Earl of Salisbury. 

The Lord Bigot. 

Hubert de Burgh. 

Robert Faulcqnbridge, son to Sir 
Robert Faulconbridge. 

Philip the Bastard, his half-brother. 

Jambs Gurney, servant to Lady Faul- 
conbridge. 

Peter of Pomfret, a prophet. 

Philip, King of France. 
Lewis, the Dauphin. . 



Lymogbs, Duke of Austria. 

Cardinal Pahdulph, the Pope's le- 
gate. 

Melun, a French Lord. 

Chatillon, amb^sajdor from France 
to King John. 






8UEEN Elinor, mother to King John. 
onstance, mother to Arthur. 
Blanch of Spain, niece to King John. 
Lady Faulconbridge. 

Lords, Citizens of Angjers, Sheriff, 
Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, Messen- 
gers, and other Attendants. 

Scene : Partly in, England, tmd 
Partly in France. 



ACT I. 



Scene I. King John's palace. 

Enter KING John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Essex,. 
Salisbury, and others, with Chatillon. 

K.John. Now, say, Chatillon, what would France with 
us? 

Chat, Thus, after greeting, speaks the King of France 
In my behaviour to the majesty. 
The borrowed majesty, of England here. 

Eli, A strange beginning : * borrowed majesty ! ' 
K, John, Silence, good mother ; hear the embassy. 

b 
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Chat, Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey's son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island and the territories, lo 

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword 
Which sways usurpingly these several titles. 
And put the same into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 

IC, John, What follows if we disallow of this ? 

Chat The proud control of fierce and bloody war, 
To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K. John, Here have we war for war and blood for blood, 
Controlment for controlment : so answer France. 20 

Chat, Then take my king's defiance from my mouth, 
The farthest limit of my embassy. 

K, John, Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace : 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
For ere thou canst report I will be there. 
The thimder of my cannon shall be heard : 
So hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath 
And sullen presage of your own decay. 
An honourable conduct let him have : 
Pembroke, look to't. Farewell, Chatillon. 30 

\Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke, 

Eli, What now, my son ! have I not ever said 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease 
Till she had kindled France and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her son ? 
This might have been prevented and made whole 
With very easy arguments of love. 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K, John, Our strong possession and our right for us. 

Eli* Your strong possession much more than your right. 
Or else it must go wrong with you and me : 41 
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So much my conscience whispers in your ear, 
Which none but heaven and you and I shall hear. 

Enter a Sheriff. 

Essex, My liege, here is the strangest controversy 
Come ifrom the country to be judged by you 
That e er I heard : shall I produce the men ? 

K, John. Let them approach. 
Our abbeys and our priories shall pay 
This expedition's charge. 

Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip his 

b astard brother. 

What men are you? 
Bast, Your faithful subject I, a gentleman, 50 

Bom in Northamptonshire, and eldest son. 
As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge, 
A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Cceur-de-lion knighted in the field. 

K. John, What art thou ? 

Rob, The son and heir to that same JFaulconbridge. 

AT. John, Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Bast, Most certain of one mother, mighty king ; 
That is well known ; and, as I think, one father : 60 

But for the certain knowledge of that truth 
I put you o'er to heaven and to my mother : 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. 

Eli, Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame thy mother 
And wound her honour with this diflSdence. 

Bast, I, madani ? no, I have no reason for it ; 
That is my brother's plea and none of mine ; 
The which if he can prove, a' pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year : 
Heaven guard my mother's honour and my land! 70 

K,John, A good blunt fellow. Why, being younger bom, 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance? 

B 2 
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Bast I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slander'd me with bastardy : 
But whether I be as true begot or no, 
That still I lay upon my mother's head, 
But that I am as well begot, my liege, — 
Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me! — 
Compare our faces and be judge yourself. 
If old sir Robert did beget us both 80 

And were our father and this son like him, 

old sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heaven thanks I was not like to thee! 

K, John, Why, what a. madcap hath heaven lent . us 
here! 

Eli, He hath a trick of Cceur-de-lion*s face ; 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him. 
Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man ? 

K, John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts 
And finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak, 90 

What doth move you to claim your brother's land } 

Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my father. 
With half that face would he have all my land : 
A half-faced groat five hundred pound a year! 

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father lived, 
Your brother did employ my father much, — 

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land : 
Your tale must be how he employed my mother. 

Rob. And once dispatch'd him in an embassy 
To Germany, there with the emperor 100 

To treat of high affairs touching that time. 
The advantage of his absence took the king 
And in the mean time sojoum'd at my father's ; 
Where how he did prevail I shame to speak, 
But truth is truth : large lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and my mother lay, 
As I have heard my father speak himself. 
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When this same lusty gentleman was got. 

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeathed 

His lands to me, and took it on his death no 

That this my mother's son was none of his ; 

And if he were, he came into the world 

Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 

Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine. 

My father's land, as was my father's will. 

JC. John, Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him. 
And if she did play false, the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother, 120 

Who, as you say, took pains to get this son, 
Had of your father claim'd this son for his ? 
In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf bred from, his cow from all the world ; 
In sooth he might ; then, if he were my brother's, 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father. 
Being none of his, refuse him : this concludes ; 
My mother's son did get your father's heir ; 
Your father's heir must have your father's land. 

Rob. Shall then my father's will be of no force 130 
To dispossess that child which is not his? 

BasU Of no more force to dispossess me, sir, 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli, Whether hadst thou rather be a Faulconbridge 
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land. 
Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord of thy presence and no land beside } 

Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape, 
And I had his, sir Robert's his, like him ; 
And if my legs were two such riding-rods, 140 

My arms such eel-skins stuffd, my face so thin 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose 
Lest men should say ' Look, where three-farthings goes ! ' 
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And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, 
Would I might never stir from off this place, 
I would give it every foot to have this face ; 
I would not be sir Nob ki any case. 

Eli, I like thee- well : wilt thou forsake thy fortune. 
Bequeath thy land to him and follow me? 
I am a soldier and now bound to France. 150 

Bast, Brother, take you my land, Pll take my chance. 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year, 
Yet sell your face for five pence and 'tis dear. 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death. 

Eli, Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

Bast, Our country manners give our betters way. 

K. John, What is thy name ? 

Bast, Philip, my liege, so is my name begun ; 
Philip, good old sir Robert's wife's eldest son. 

K, John, From henceforth bear his name whose form 
thou bear'st : 160 

Kneel thou down Philip, but rise more great. 
Arise sir Richard and Plantagenet. . 

Bast, Brother..by the mother's side, give me your hand : 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land. 
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day. 
When I was got, sir Robert was away! 

Eli, The very spirit of Plantagenet ! 
I am thy grandam, Richard ; call me so. 

Bast. Madam, by chance but not by truth ; what though ? 
Something about, a little from the right, 170 

In at the window, or else o'er the hatch : 
Who dares not stir by day must walk by night. 

And have is have, however men do catch : 
Near or far 06, well won is still well shot. 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K. John, Go, Faulconbridge : now hast thou thy desire ; 
A landless knight makes thee a landed squire. 
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Come, madam, and come, Richard, we must speed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 

Bast, Brother, adieu : good fortune come to thee ! 1 80 
For thou wast got i' the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all dut Bastard. 
A foot of honour better than I was ; 
But many a many foot of land the worse. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady. 

* Good den, sir Richard ! ' — * God-a-mercy, fellow ! ' — 
And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter ; 
For new-made honour doth forget men's names ; 
*Tis too respective and too sociable 

For your^ conversion. Now your traveller, 
He and his toothpick at my worship's mess. 
And when my knightly stomach is sufficed. 
Why then I suck my teeth and catechize 
My picked man of countries : * My dear sir,' 
Thus, leaning on my elbow, I begin, 

* I shall beseech you * — that is question now ; 
And then comes answer like an Absey book : 

* O sir,* says answer, * at your best command ; 
At your employment ; at your service, sir ; ' 

* No, sir,' says question, * I, sweet sir, at yours : * 
And so, ere answer knows what question would, 
Saving in dialogue of compliment, 
And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 
The Pyrenean and the river Po, 
It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 
But this is worshipful society. 
And fits the mounting spirit like myself. 
For he is but a bastard to the time 
That doth not smack of observation ; 
And so am I, whether I smack or no ; 
And not alone in habit and device. 
Exterior form, outward accoutrement, 
But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth : 
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Which, though I will not practise to deceive, 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 
For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. 
But who comes in such haste in riding-robes? 
What woman-post is this ? hath she no husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her? 

Eftter Lady Faulconbridge a/id James Gurney. 

O me ! it is my mother. How now, good lady 1 220 

What brings you here to court so hastily? 

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother ? where is he. 
That holds in chase mine honour up and down ? 

Bast My brother Robert? old sir Robert's son? 
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man? 
Is it sir Robert's son that you seek so? 

Lady F. Sir Robert's son ! Ay, thou unreverend boy. 
Sir Robert's son : why scom'st thou at sir Robert ? 
He is sir Robert's son, and so art thou. 

Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave awhile? 230 

Gur, Good leave, good Philip. 

Bast. Philip ! sparrow : James, 

There 's toys abroad : anon I '11 tell thee more. 

[Exi^ Gurney. 
Madam, I was not old sir Robert's son : 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good-Friday and ne'er broke his fast : 
Sir Robert could do well : marry, to confess. 
Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it : 
We know his handiwork : therefore, good mother. 
To whom am I beholding for these limbs? 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 240 

Lady F, Hast thou conspired with thy brother too. 
That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine honour? 
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave ? 

Bast, Knight, knight, good mother, Basiliscolike. 
What ! I am dubb'd ! I have it on my shoulder. 
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But, mother, I am not sir Robert's son ; 

I have disclaimed sir Robert and my land ; 

Legitimation, name and all is gone: 

Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 

Some proper man, I hope: who was it, mother? 250 

Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself a Faulconbridge ? 

Bast, As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

Lady F. -King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy father : 
By long and vehement suit I was sedu ced m v 

To make rop m fo r him in my husb and^s ^ ed : ( ^ \ 
Hea ven^lay not my transgfgssron to my cha rge • V i j 
Thouart-Jthfijssue of my dear offence, \ * J 

Whirh wm in rtronjjj^rir£;r(i past my j efence. 

Bast Now, by this light, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 260 

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth. 
And so doth yours ; your fault was not your folly : 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, 
Subjected tribute to commanding love. 
Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The aweless lion could not wage the fight, 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand. 
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts 
May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother, 
With all my heart I thank thee for my father! 270 

Who lives and dares but say thou didst not well 
When I was got, III send his soul to hell. 
Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin ; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot. 

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies ; I say 'twas not. 

\Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. France. Before Angiers, 

Enter AUSTRIA and forces ^ drumsy etc, on one side : on the 
other King Philip of France and his power; Lewis, 
Arthur, Constance and attendants. 

Lew, Before Angiers well met, brave Austria. 
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 
By this brave duke came early to his grave : 
And for amends to his posterity. 
At our importance hither is he come. 
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf 
And to rebuke the usurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, English John : lo 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither, 

Arth, God shall forgive you Coeur-de-lion*s death 
The rather that you give his offspring life. 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war : 
I give you welcome with a powerless hand. 
But with a heart full of unstained love : 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

Lew, A noble boy ! Who would not do thee right ? 

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 
As seal to this indenture of my love, 20 

That to my home I will no more return. 
Till Angiers and the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-faced shore. 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides 
And coops from other lands her islanders, 
Even till that England, hedged in with the main, 
That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes. 
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Even till that utmost comer of the west 

Salute thee for her king : till then, fair boy, 30 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Const. ^ P, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks, 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength 
To make a more requital to your love ! 

Aust, The peace of heaven is theirs that lift their swords 
In such a just and charitable war. 

K, Phi. Well then, to work : our cannon shall be bent 
Against the brows of this resisting town. 
Call for our chiefest men of discipline. 
To cull the plots of best advantages : 40 

We'll lay before this town our royal bones. 
Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood. 
But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Const, Stay for an answer to your embassy, 
Lest unadvised yf>u stain your swords with blood : 
My Lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace which here we urge in war. 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood 
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

Enter Chatillon. 

K, Phi, A wonder, lady ! lo, upon thy wish, 50 

Our messenger Chatillon is arrived! 
What England says, say briefly, gentle lord ; 
We coldly pause for thee ; Chatillon, speak. 

Chat, Then turn your forces from this paltry siege 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demands. 
Hath put himself in arms : the adverse winds. 
Whose leisure I have stay'd, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I ; 
His marches are expedient to this town, 60 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother-queen. 
An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife ; 
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With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain ; 

With them a bastard of the king's deceased ; 

And all the unsettled humours of the land, 

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries, 

With ladies' faces and fierce dragons* spleens, 

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes. 

Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 70 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here : 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits 

Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er 

Did never float upon the* swelling tide. 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. [Drum beats. 

The interruption of their churlish drums 

Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand, 

To parley or to fight ; therefore prepare. 

K, Phi, How much unlook'd for is this expedition ! 

Aust, But how much unexpected, by so much 80 

We must awake endeavour for defence ; 
For courage mounteth with occasion : 
Let them be welcome then ; we are prepared. 

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, the Bastard, 

Lords, and forces. 

K, John, Peace be to France, if France in peace permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own ; 
If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven, 
Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beats His peace to heaven. 

K, Phi, Peace be to England, if that war return 
From France to j^^^gland, there to live in peace. 90 

England we love ; and for that England's sake 
With burden of our armour here we sweat. 
This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 
But thou from loving England art so far. 
That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king. 
Cut off the sequence of posterity, 
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Out-faced infant state and done a rape 

Upon the maiden virtue of the crow^. 

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face ; 

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his : 100 

This little abstract doth contain that large 

Which died in Geffrey, and the hand of time 

Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 

That Geffrey was thy elder brother bom, 

And this his son; England was Geffrey's right, 

And this is Geffrey's : in the name of God 

How comes it then that thou art call'd a king, 

When living blood doth in these temples beat. 

Which owe the crown that thou o'ermasterest ? 

AT, Jok^, From whom hast thou this great commission, 
France, no 

To draw my answer from thy articles? 

JC. Phi, From that supernal judge, that stirs good 
thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority. 
To look into the blots and stains of right : 
That judge hath made me guardian to this boy : 
Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong 
And by whose help I mean to chastise it. 

K, John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

K, Phi, Excuse; it is to beat usurpirfg down. 

Eli, Who is it thou dost call usurper, France? 120 

Const. Let me make answer ; thy usurping son. 

Eli, Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be king, 
That thou mayst be a queen, and check the world ! 

Const, My bed was ever to thy son as true 
As thine was to thy husband : and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey 
Than thou arid John in mranners ; being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think 
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His father never was so true begot : 130 

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli, There 's a good mother, boy, that blots thy father. 

Const, There 's a good grandam, boy, that would'blot thee. 

Aust, Peace ! 

Bast, Hear the crier. 

Aust. What the devil art thou? 

Bast, One that will play the devil, sir, with you, 
An a' may catch your hide and you alone : 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard : 
rU smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right ; 
Sirrah, look to't ; i' faith, I will, i' faith. 140 

Blanch, O, well did he become that lion's robe 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

Bast, It lies as sightly on the back of him 
As great Alcides* shows upon an ass : 
But, ass, V\\ take that burthen from your back, 
Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 

Aust. What cracker is this same that deafs our cars 
With this abundance of superfluous breath ? 
King Philip, determine what we shall do straight. 

K, Phi, Women and fools, break off your conference. 
King John, this \s the very sum of all ; 151 

England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee : 
Wilt thou resign them and lay down thy arms? 

K, John, My life as soon : I do defy thee, France. 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand ; 
And out of my dear love V\\ give thee more 
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win : 
Submit thee, boy. 

Eli, Come to thy grandam, child. 

Const, Do, child, go to it grandam, child ; 160 

Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will 
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Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig: 
There's a good grandam. 

Artk, Good my mother, peace ! 

I would that I were low laid in my grave : 
I am not worth this coil that's made for me. 

E/t. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps. 

Const Now shame upon you, whether she does or no ! 
His grandam's wrongs, and not his mother's shames. 
Draws those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes, 
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 170 

Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be bribed 
To do him justice and revenge on you. 

Elt, Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth ! 

Const, Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and earth ! 
Call not me slanderer ; thou and thine usurp 
The dominations, royalties and rights 
Of this oppressed boy : this is thy eld'st son's son, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee : 
Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 
The canon of the law is laid on him, 180 

Being but the second generation . \ 

Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb^k S ' 

JC. John, Bedlam, have done. 

Const, I have but this to say. 

That he is not only plagued for her sin, 
But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagued for her 
And with her plague ; her sin his injury, 
Her injury the beadle to her sin. 
All punish'd in the person of this child. 
And all for her ; a plague upon her ! 190 

Elu Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will that bars the title of thy son. 

Const, Ay, who doubts that ? a will ! a wicked will ; 
A woman's will ; a canker'd grandam's will ! 
K, Phi, Peace, lady 1 pause, or be more temperate : 
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It ill beseems this presence to cry aim 

To these ill-tuned repetitions. 

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 

These men of Angiers : let us hear them speak 

Whose title they admit, Arthur's or John's. 200 

Trumpet sounds. Enter certain Citizens upon 

the walls. 

First Cit, Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walls ? 

K, Phi. 'Tis France, for England. 

K. John. England, for itself. 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects, — 

K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's subjects, 
Our trtunpet call'd you to this gentle parle — 

K. John. For our advantage ; therefore hear us first. 
These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement : 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath, 210 

And ready mounted are they to spit forth 
Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls : 
All preparation for a bloody siege 
And merciless proceeding by these French 
Confronts your city's eyes, your winking gates ; 
And but for our approach those sleeping stones, 
That as a waist doth girdle you about, 
By the compulsion of their ordinance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 220 

For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 
But on the sight of us your lawful king. 
Who painfully with much expedient march 
Have brought a countercheck before your gates, 
To save unscratch'd your city's threatened cheeks, 
Behold, the French amazed vouchsafe a parle ; 
And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire, 
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To make a shaking fever in your walls, 

They shoot but calm words folded up in smoke, 

To make a faithless error in your ears : 230 

Which trust accordingly kind citizens, 

And let us in, your king, whose laboured spirits, 

Forwearied in this action of swift speed, 

Grave harbourage within your city walls. 

AT. Phi, When I have said, make answer to us both. 
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet, 
Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And king o'er him and all that he enjoys : 340 

For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before your town, 
Being no further enemy to you 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal 
In the relief of this oppressed child 
Religiously provokes. Be pleased then 
To pay tha^ duty which you truly owe 
To him that owes it, namely this young prince : 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear 
Save in aspect, hath all offence seal'd up ; 250 

Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven ; 
And with a blessed and unvex'd retire. 
With unhack'd swords and helmets all unbruised. 
We will bear home that lusty blood again 
Which here we came to spout against your town. 
And leave your children, wives and you in peace. 
But if you fondly pass our proffered offer, 
'Tis not the roundure of your old-faced walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war, 260 

Though all these English and their discipline 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then tell us, shall your city call us lord. 
In that behalf which we have challenged it ? 
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Or shall we give the signal to our rage 
And stalk in blood to our possession? 

First Cit, In brief, we are the king of England's subjects : 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K, John, Acknowledge then the king, and let me in. 

First Cit, That can we not ; but he that proves the king, 
To him will we prove loyal: till that time 271 

Have we ramm'd up our gates against the world. 

K* John, Doth not the crown of England prove the king ? 
And if not that, I bring you witnesses. 
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed, — 

Bast, Bastards, and else. 

K.John, To verify our title with their lives. 

K. Phi. As many and as well-born bloods as those, — 

Bast. Some bastards too. 

K. Phi. Stand in his face to contradict his claim. 280 

First Cit. Till you compound whose right is worthiest, 
We for the worthiest hold the right from both. 

K.John, Then God forgive the sin of all those souls 
That to their everlasting residence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet, 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king! 

K, Phi, Amen, amen ! Mount, chevaliers ! to arms ! 

Bast. Saint George, that swinged the dragon, and e'er since 
Sits on his horse back at mine hostess' door. 
Teach us some fence ! \To Aust.] Sirrah, were I at home, 290 
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 
I would set an ox-head to your lion's hide. 
And make a monster of you. 

Aust. Peace ! no more. 

Bast. 0, tremble, for you hear the lion roar. 

K. John. Up higher to the plain ; where we'll set forth 
In best appointment all our regiments. 

Bast. Speed then, to take* advantage of the field. 
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IC. Phi, It shall be so ; and at the other hill 
CoQunand the rest to stand. God and our right ! [Exetmf. 

Here after excursions^ enter the Herald of France, 
with trumpets^ to the gates. 

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates, 300 
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in ; 
Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother, 
Whose sons lie scattered on the bleeding ground ; 
Many a widow's husband grovelling lies. 
Coldly embracing the discoloured earth ; 
And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French, 
Who are at hand, triumphantly displayed, • 

To enter conquerors and to proclaim 310 

Arthur of Bretagne England's king and yours. 

Enter English Herald, with trumpet, 

E. Her, Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells ; 
King John, your Idng and England's, doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day : 
Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright. 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood ; 
There stuck no plume in any English crest 
That is removed by a staff of France ; 
Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march'd forth ; 320 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 
Dyed in the dying slaughter of their foes : 
Open yotu: gates and give the victors way. 

First at. Heralds, from off our towers we might behold 
From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies : whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured : 
Blood hath bought blood an<i blows have answer'd blows ; 

c 2 
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Strength match'd with strength, and power confronted power : 
Both are alike ; and both alike we like. 331 

One must prove greatest : • while they weigh so even, 
We hold our town for neither, yet for both. 

Re-enter the two KINGS, with their powers^ severally, 

K, John, France, hast thou yet more blood to cast away ? 
Say, shall the current of our right run on? 
Whose passage, vex'd with thy impediment. 
Shall leave his native channel and o'erswell 
With course disturbed even thy confining shores, 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. 340 

^ K. Phi, England, thou hast not saved one drop of blood. 
In this hot trial, more than we of France ; 
Rather, lost more. And by this hand I swear. 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks. 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms. 
We'll put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead. 
Gracing the scroll that tells of this war's loss 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bast, Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers, 350 
/ When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 

O, now doth Death line his dead chaps with steel; 

The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs ; 

And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men, 
I In undetermined differences of kings. 

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus ? 

Cry, * havoc ! ' kings ; back to the stained field, 

You equal potents, fiery kindled spirits ! 

Then let confusion of one part confirm 

The other's peace ; till then, blows, blood and death ! 360 

K, John. Whose party do the townsmen yet admit ? 
K, Phi, ^ Speak, citizens, for England ; who 's your king ? 
. First Cit, The king of England, when we know the king. 
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K. Phi, Know him in us, that here hold up his right. . 

K. John, In us, that are our own great deputy, 
And bear possession of our person here, 
Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. 

First at, A greater power than we denies all this ; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates ; 370 

King'd of our fears, until our fears, resolved. 
Be by some certain king purged and deposed. 

Bast. By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers flout you, kings, 
And stand securely on their battlements. 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 
Your royal presences be ruled by me: 
Do like the mutines of Jerusalem, 
Be friends awhile and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town : 380 

By east and west let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon charged~to the mouths. 
Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawFd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 
rid play incessantly upon these jades> 
Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, dissever your united strengths, 
And part your mingled colours once again ; 
Turn face to face and bloody point to point ; 390 

Then, in a moment. Fortune shall cull forth 
Out of jgjjje^^i^e her happy minion. 
To whom in favour she shall give the day, 
And kiss him with a glorious victory. 
How like you this wild counsel, mighty states? 
Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

AT. John* Now, by the sky that hangs above our heads, 
I like it well. France, shall we knit our powers 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 
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Then after fight who shall be king of it ? 400 

Bast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this peevish town, 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 
As we will ours, against these saucy walls ; 
And when that we have dash'd them to the ground. 
Why then defy each other, and pell-mell 
Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell. 

K. Phi, Let it be so. Say, where will you assault? 

K, John, We from the west will send destruction 
Into this city's bosom. 410 

Aust, I from the north. 

K, Phi. Our thunder from the south 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bast, O prudent discipline ! From north to south : 
Austria and France shoot in each other's mouth: 
I'll stir them to it. Come, away, away ! 

First Cit, Hear us, great kings : vouchsafe awhile to stay, 
And I shall show you peace and fair-faced league ; 
Win you this city without stroke or wound ; 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds. 
That here come sacrifices for the field: 420 

Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K, John, Speak on with favour; we are bent to hear. 

First Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is niece to England : look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin and that lovely maid : 
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty. 
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If zealous love should go in search of virtue. 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth, 430 

Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch? 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth, 
Is the young Dauphin every way complete : 
If not complete of, say he is not she ; 
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And she again wants nothing, to name want, 

If want it be not that she is not he : 

He is the half part of a blessed man, 

Left to be finished by such as she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence, 

Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 440 

O, two such silVer currents, when they join. 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in ; 

And two such shores to two such streams made one. 

Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings. 

To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can 

To our fast-closed gates ; for at this match, 

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce. 

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope. 

And give you entrance : but without this match, 450 

The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 

More free from motion, no, not Death himself 

In mortal fury half so peremptory, 

As we to keep this city. 

Bast. Here's a stay 

That shakes the rotten carcass of old Death 
Out of his rags ! Here's a large mouth, indeed. 
That spits forth death and mountains, rocks and seas. 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions 

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 460 

What cannoneer begot this^ lusty blood? 
He speaks plain canngn.-fire, and smoke and bounce; 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue : 
Our ears are cudgelPd ; not a word of his 
But buffets better than a fist of France : 
Zounds! I was never so bethump'd with words 
Since I first calPd my brother's father dad. 

Eh\ Son, list to this conjunction, make this match ; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough: 
For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 47° 
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Thy now unsured assurance to the crown, 

That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 

The bloom that proniiseth a mighty fruitr 

I see a yielding in the looks of France ; 

Mark, how they whisper : urge them while their souls 

Are capable of this ambition. 

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath 

Of soft petitibns, pity and remprse, 

Cool and congeal again to what it- was. 

First at. Why answer not the double majesties 480 
This friendly treaty of our threatened town ? 

K, Phi. Speak England first, that hath been forward first 
To speak unto this city: what say you? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely son, 
Can in this book of beauty read, * I love,' 
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 
For Anjou and fair Touraine, Maine» Poictieirs, 
And all that we upon this side the sea. 
Except this city now by us besieged. 
Find liable to our crown and dignity, 490 

Shall gild her bridal bed and make her rich 
In titles, honours and promotions. 
As she in beauty, education, blood, 
Holds hand with any princess of the world. 

K. Phi. What say*st thou, boy ? look in the lady's face. 

Lew, I do, my lord ; and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle. 
The shadow of myself form'd in her eye ; 
Which, being but the shadow of your son, 
Becomes a sun and makes your son a shadow : 500 

I do protest I never loved myself 
Till now infixed I beheld myself 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[Whispers with Blanch. 

Bast, Drawn in the flattering table of her eye ! 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! 
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And quarter'd in her heart ! he doth espy -^ 

Himself love's traitor : this is pity no,w, 
That, hang'd fend drawn -and quarter'd, there should be 
In such a lov4 so vile a lout as he. 

Blanch, My uncle's will in this. respect is mine: 510 
If he see aught in you that makes him like. 
That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 
I can with ease translate it to my will ; 
Or if you will, to speak more properly, 
I will enforce it easily to my love. 
Further I will not flatter you, my lord, 
That all I see in you is worthy love, 
Than this ; that nothing do I see in you. 
Though churlish thoughts themselves should be your judge. 
That I can find should merit any hate. 520 

AT. John, What say these young ones ? What say you, 

my niece? 
Blanch, That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 

K, John, Speak then, prince Dauphin ; can you love 

this lady? 
Lew, Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love ; 
For I do love her most unfeignedly. 

K. John, Then do I give Volquessen, Touraine, Maine, 
Poictiers and Anjou, these five provinces, 
With her to thee ; and this addition more, 
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin, 530 

Philip of France, if thou be pleased withal, 
Conunand thy son and daughter to join hands. 

K. Phi, It likes us well ; young princes, close your hands. 

Aust, And your lips too ; for I am well assured 
That I did so when I was first assured. 

K. Phi, Now, citizens of Anglers, ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made ; 
For at Saint Mary's chapel presently 
The rites of marriage shall be solemnized. 
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Is not the Lady Constance in this troop? 540 

I know she is not, for this match made up 
Her presence would have interrupted much : 
Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows. 

Lew. She is sad and passionate at your highness' tent. 

K, Phil, And, by my faith, this league that we have made. 
Will give her sadness very little cure. 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady ? In her right we came ; 
Which we, God knows, have tum'd another way, 
To our own vantage. 

K. John. .We will heal up all ; 550 

For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Bretagne 
And Earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. Call the Lady Constance -, 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity : I trust we shall, 
If not fill up the measure of her will, 
Yet in some measure satisfy her so 
That we shall stop her exclamation. 
Go we, as well as haste will suffer us, 
To this unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. 560 

[Exeunt all but the Bastard: 

Bast. Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composition ! 
John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part, 
And France, whose armour conscience buckled on. 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field 
As God's own soldier, rounded in the ear 
With that same pm^pose-changer, that sly devil, 
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith, 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all. 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, 570 
Who, having no external thing to lose 
But the word 'maid,' cheats the poor maid of that. 
That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling Commodity, 
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Commodity, the bias of the world, 

The world, who of itself is peised well, 

Made to run even upon even ground, 

Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias. 

This sway of motion, this Commodity, 

Makes it take head from all indifferency, 

From all direction, purpose, course, intent: ^580 

And this same bias, this Commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 

Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determined aid, 

From a resolved and honourable war. 

To a most base and vile-concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this Commodity? 

But for because he hath not woo*d me yet: 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, ^^ 

When his fair angels would salute my palm ; 590 

But for my hand, as unattempted yef. 

Like a p&br beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a beggy, J^will rail 

And say there is no sin but to be rich ; 

And being rich, my virtue then shall be 

To say there is no vice but beggary. 

Since kings break faith upon commodity. 

Gain, be my lord, for I will worship thee. [Exit. 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. The French King's pavilion. 
Enter CONSTANCE, Arthur, ana Salisbury. 

Const Gone to be married ! gone to swear a peace ! 
False blood to false blood join'd ! gone to be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch those provinces? 
It is not so ; thou hast misspoke, misheard ; 
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Be well advised, tell o'er thy tale again : 

It cannot be ; thou dost but say 'tis so : 

I trust I may not trust thee ; for thy word 

Is but the vain breath of a common man : 

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

I have a king's oath to the contrary. lo 

Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting me, 

For I am sick and capable of fears, 

Oppressed with wrongs and therefore full of fears, 

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears, 

A woman, naturally born to fears ; 

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest. 

With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce. 

But they will quake and tremble all this day. 

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head? 

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 20 

What means that hand upon that breast of thine ? 

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 

Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words? 

Then speak again ; not all thy former tale, 

But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sa/. As true as I believe you think them false 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Const O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die, 30 

And let belief and life encounter so 
As doth the fury of two desperate men 
Which in the very meeting fall and die. 
Lewis marry Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with England, what becomes of me ? 
FeUow, be gone : I cannot brook thy sight : 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal. What other -harm have I, good lady, done, 
But spoke the harm that is by others done? 

Const, Which harm within itself so heinous is 40 
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As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

Arth, I do beseech you, madam, be content 

Const. If thou, that bid*st me be content, wert grim. 
Ugly and slanderous to thy mother's womb. 
Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains, 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foul moles and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content. 
For then I should not love thee, no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth nor deserve a crown. 50 

But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy. 
Nature and Fortune join'd to make thee great : 
Of Nature's gifts thou mayst with lilies boast 
And with the half-blown rose. But Fortune, O, 
She is corrupted, changed and won from thee ; 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John, 
And with her golden hand hath plucked on France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty. 
And made his majesty the bawd to theirs. 
France is a bawd to Fortune 'and King John, 60 

That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John ! 
Tell me, thou fellow, ,is not France forsworn ? 
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone 
And leave those woes alone which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, madam, 

I may not go without you to the kings. 

Const. Thou mayst, thou shalt ; I will not go with thee : 
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ; 
For grief is proud and makes his owner stoop. 
To me and to the state of my great grief 70 

Let kings assemble ; for my grief's so great 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrows ' sit ; 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[Seats herself on the ground. 
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Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, 
the Bastard, Austria, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. 'Tis true, fair daughter ; and this blessed day 
Ever in France shall be kept festival ; 
To solemnize this day the glorious sun 
Stays in his course and plays the alchemist, 
Turning with splendour of his precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold : 80 

The yearly course that brings this day about 
Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const, A wicked day, and not a holy day ! [Rising. 
What hath this day deserved .? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letters should be set 
Among the high tides in the calendar? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week. 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury. 
Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child 
Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, 90 

Lest that their hopes prodigiously be crossed : 
But on this day let seamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break that are not this day made : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end. 
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K, Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawned to you my majesty? 

Const. You have beguiled me with a counterfeit 
Resembling majesty, which, being touched and tried, 100 
Proves valueless : you are forsworn, forsworn ; 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies* blood. 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours : 
The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, 
And our oppression hath made up this league. 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjured kings 
A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens ! I 
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Let not the hours of this ungodly day 

Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset, no 

Set armed discord 'twixt these perjured kings ! 

Hear me, O, hear me! 

Aust, Lady Constance, peace ! 

Canst, War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me a war. 

Lymoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame 

That bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward ! 

Thou little valiant, great in villany! 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 

Thou, Fortune's champion that dost never fight 

But when her humorous ladyship is by 

To teach thee safety! thou art perjured too, 120 

And soothest up greatness. What a fool art thou, 

A ramping fool, to brag and stamp and swear 

Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave, 

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side. 

Been sworn my soldier, bidding me depend 

Upon thy stars, thy fortune and thy strength, 

And dost thou now fall over to my foes? 

Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame, 

And hang a calf's-skin on those recreant limbs. 129 

Aust, O, that a man should speak those words to me ! 

Bast. And hang a calTs-skin on those recreant limbs. 

Aust. Thou darest not say so, villain, for thy life. 

Bast. And hang a calf's-skin on those recreant limbs. 

K.John. We like not this ; thou dost forget thyself. 

Enter Pandulph. 

K. Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 
Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven ! v 
To thee. King John, my holy errand is. 

1 Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal. 

And from Pope Innocent the legate here, 

Do in his name religiously demand 140 

Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 
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So wilfully dost spurn ; and force perforce 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see? 
This, in our foresaid holy father's name, 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

K,John. What earthy name to interrogatories 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy and ridiculous, 150 

To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, that no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions ; 
But as we, under heaven, are supreme head. 
So under Him that great supremacy, 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold. 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
So tell the pope, all reverence set apart 
To him and his usurp'd authority. 160 

K, Phi, Brother of England, you blaspheme in this. 

K, John, Though you and all the kings of Christendom 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest, 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out ; 
And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man. 
Who in that sale sells pardon from himself. 
Though you and all the rest so grossly led 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish. 
Yet I alone, alone do me oppose 170 

Against the pope and count his friends my foes. 

Pand, Then, by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou shalt stand cursed and excommunicate : 
And blessed shall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic ; 
And meritorious shall that hand be call'd, 
Canonized and worshipped as a saint. 
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That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const O, lawful let it be 

That I have room with Rome to curse awhile ! x8o 

Good father cardinal, cry thou amen 
To my keen curses ; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 

Pond, There's law and warrant, lady, for my curse. 

Const, And for mine too : when law can do no right, 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot g^ve my child his kingdom here. 
For he that holds his kingdom holds the law ; 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong, 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse? 190 

Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curse. 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 
And raise the power of France upon his head, 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 

Eh\ Look'st thou pale, France ? do not let go thy hand. 

Const Look to that, devil ; lest that France repent. 
And by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Bast And hang a calf's-skin on his recreant limbs. 

Aust Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wrongs, a 00 
Because — 

Bast Your breeches best may carry them. 

K,John, Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal? 

Const What should he say, but as the cardinal? 

Lew, Bethink you, father ; for the difference 
Is purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 
Or the light loss of England for a friend : 
Forgo the easier. 

Blanch, That 's the curse of Rome. 

Const O Lewis, stand fast ! the devil tempts thee here 
In likeness of a new untrimmed bride. 

D 
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Blanch. The Lady Constance speaks not from her faith, 
But from her need. 

Const, O, if thou grant my need, an 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, 
That need must needs infer this principle, 
That faith would live again by death of need. 
O then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down! 

K.John. The king is moved, and answers not to this. 

Const. O, be removed from him, and answer well ! 

Aust. Do so. King Philip ; hang no more in doubt. 

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf's-skin, most sweet lout. 

K. Phi. I am perplex'd, and know not what to say. 221 

Pand. What canst thou say but will perplex thee more. 
If thou stand excommunicate and cursed .r^ 

K, Phi. Good reverend father, make my person yours, 
And tell me how you would bestow yourself. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit. 
And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link'd together 
With all religious strength of sacred vows ; 
The latest breath that gave the sound of words 330 

Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love 
Between pur kingdoms and our royal selves. 
And even before this truce, but new before. 
No longer than we well could wash our hands 
To clap this royal bargain up of peace. 
Heaven knows, they were besmear'd and overstain'd 
With slaughter's pencil, where revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incensed kings : 
And shall these hands, so lately purged of blood. 
So newly joinM in love, so strong in both, 240 

Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet? 
Play fast and loose with faith ? so jest with heaven. 
Make such unconstant children of ourselves, 
As now again to snatch our palm from palm, 



ACT III. SCENE I. 35 

Unswear £dth sworn, and on the marriage-bed 

Of smiling peace to march a bloody host, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true sincerity ? O, holy sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be so! 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose v 350 

Some gentle order; and then we shall be blest 

To do your pleasure and continue friends. 

Pand, All form is formless, order orderless, 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
Therefore to arms ! be champion of our church. 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 
A mother's curse, on her revolting son. 
France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 
A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, a6b 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold. 

K, Phi, I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 

Pond, So makest thou faith an enemy to faith; 
And like a civil war sefst oath to oath. 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform'd. 
That is, to be the champion of our church ! 
What since thou sworest is sworn against thyself 
And may not be performed by thyself. 
For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss zfo 

Is not amiss when it is truly done. 
And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 
The truth is then most done not doing it : 
The better act of purposes mistook 
Is to mistake again ; though indirect. 
Yet indirection thereby grows direct. 
And falsehood falsehood cures, as fire cools fire 
Within the scorched veins of one new-bum'd. 
It is religion that doth make vows kept ; 
But thou hast sworn against religion, 280 

By what thou swear^st against the thing thou swear'st, 

D 2 
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And makest an oath the surety for thy truth 

Against an oath : the truth thou art unsure 

To swear, swears only not to be forsworn ; 

Else what a mockery should it be to swear! 

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ; 

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 

Therefore thy later vows against thy first 

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself; 

And better conquest never canst thou make 290 

Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 

Against these giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better part our prayers come in, 

If thou vouchsafe them. But if not, then know 

The peril of our curses light on thee 

So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off. 

But in despair die under their black weight. 

AusL Rebellion, fiat rebellion! 

Bast. Willt not be ? 

Will not a calf s-skin stop that mouth of thine } 

Lew, Father, to arms! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day? 300 

Against the blood that thou hast married? 
What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter'd men ? 
Shall braying trumpets and loud churlish drums. 
Clamours of hell, be measures to our pomp ? 
O husband, hear me 1 ay, alack, how new 
Is husband in my mouth! even for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Const O, upon my knee. 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 310 

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heaven ! 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love : what motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife? 
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Consf. That which upholdeth him that thee upholds, 
His honour : O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour 1 

Lew, I muse your majesty doth seem so cold. 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 

Pond, I will denounce a curse upon his head. 

K. Pki» Thou shalt not need. England, I will fall from 
thee. 320 

Const O fair return of banish'd majesty ! 
Eli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 
K.John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within this hour. 

Bast. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton Time, 
Is it as he will? well then, France shall rue. 

Blanch. The sun 's o'ercast with blood ; fair day, adieu ! 
Which is the side that I must go withal? 
I am with both : each army hath a hand ; 
And in their rage, I having hold of both. 
They whirl asunder and dismember me. 330 

Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win ; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose ; 
Father, I may not wish the forttme thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose; 
Assured loss before the match be pla/d. 

Lew. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my life dies. 

K.John. Cousin, go draw our puissance together. 

\Exit Bastard. 
France, I am bum'd up with inflaming wrath ; 340 

A rage whose heat hath this condition. 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood. 
The blood, and dearest-valued blood, of France. 

K. Phis Thy rage shall bum thee up, and thou shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire: 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he that threats. To arms let 's 
hie ! [Exeunt. 
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Scene II. The same. Plains near An^rs, 

Alarums^ excursions. Enter the Bastard, with 

Austria's heed. 

Bast, Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous hot; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky 
And pours down mischief. Austria's head lie there, 
While Philip breathes. 

Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert. 

K, John, Hubert, keep this boy. Philip, make up ; 
My mother is assailed in our tent, 
And ta'en, I fear. 

Bast, My lord, I rescued her; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you not : 
But on, my liege ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. \Exeunt* 

Scene III. The same, 

Alarumsy excursions, retreat. Enter King John, Elinor, 
Arthur, the Bastard, Hubert, and Lords. 

K, John, [To Elinor] So shall it be; your grace shall 
stay behind 
So strongly guarded. [To Arthur] Cousin, look not sad: 
Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Arth, O, this will make my mother die with grief! 

K, John, [To the Bastard] Cousin, away for England! 
haste before : 
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprisoned angels 
Set at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 

Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 10 

Use pur commission in his utmost force. 

Bc^t, Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back, 
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When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your highness. Grandam, I will pfay, 
If ever I remember to be holy, 
For your fair safety ; so, I kiss your hand. 

Eli, Farewell, gentle cousin. 

K, John. Coz, farewell. \Exit Bastard, 

Eli< Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 

K, John, Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much ! within this wall of flesh 20 

There is a soul counts thee her creditor 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to* say, 
But I will fit it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Hub, I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K, John, Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet, 
But thou shalt have ; and creep time ne'er so slow, 31 
Yet it shall come for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say, but let it go : 
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day. 
Attended with the pleasures of the world, 
Is all too wanton and too full of gawds 
To give me audience : if the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound on into the drowsy race of night ; 
If this same were a churchyard where we stand, 40 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs, 
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 
Had baked thy blood and made it heavy, thick. 
Which else runs tickling up and down the veins. 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 
A passion hateful to my purposes, 
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Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes, 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 

Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 50 

Without eyes, ears and harmful sound of words ; 

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts ; 

But, ah, I will not ! yet I love thee well ; 

And, by my troth, I think thou lovest me well. 

Hud, So well, that what you bid me undertake. 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act 
By heaven, I would do it. 

K,John. Do not I know thou wouldst? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy: Til tell thee what, my friend, 60 
He is a very serpent in my way ; 
And wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread. 
He lies before me : dost thou understand me? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub, And TU keep him so, 

That he shall not offend yoiir majesty. 

K.John, Death. 

Hub. My lord ? 

K.John. A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

K.John. Enough. 

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee ; 
Well, I '11 not say what I intend for thee : 
Remember. Madam, fare you well : 
111 send those powers o'er to your majesty. 70 

Eli. My blessing go with thee! 

K. John. For England, cousin> go : 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty. On toward Calais, ho! \Exeunt, 
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Scene IV. T^ same. The French King's tent. 

Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulph, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scattered and disjoined from fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort! all shall yet go welL 

K, Phi. What can go well, when we have run so ill ? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Anglers lost ? 
Arthur ta'en prisoner? divers dear friends slain? 
And bloody England into England gone. 
Overbearing interruption, spite of France ? 

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : jo 
So hot a speed with such advice disposed, 
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 
Doth want example: who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred action like to this ? 

K. Phi. Well could I bear that England had this praise, 
So we could find some pattern of our shame. 

Enter CONSTANCE. 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul ; 

Holding the eternal spirit, against her will, 

In the vile prison of afflicted breath. 

I prithee, lady, go away with me. 20 

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace. 

K. Phi. Patience, good lady! comfort, gentle Constance! 

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress. 
But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death ; O amiable lovely death ! 
Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night. 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity, 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones 
And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty brows 30 
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And ring these fingers with thy household worms, 

And stop this gap of breath with fulson^e dust, 

And be a carrion monster like thyself: 

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou smilest, 

And buss thee as thy wife. Misery's love, 

O, come to me! 

JC, Phi, O fair affliction, peace ! 

Const, No, no, I will not, having breath to cry : 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth ! 
Then with a passion would I shake the world. 
And rous6 from sleep that fell anatomy 40 

Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 
Which scorns a modem invocation. 

Pond, Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 

Const* Thou art not holy to belie me so ; 
I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ; 
My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey's wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 
I am not mad : I would to heaven I were ! 
For then, 'tis like I should forget myself: 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget 1 50 

Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 
And thou shalt be canonized, cardinal ; 
For being not mad but sensible of grief. 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be delivered of these woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 
lif I were mad, I should forget my son, 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he : 
I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 60 

K, Phi, Bind up those tresses. O, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 
Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen, 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glue themselves in sociable grief. 
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Like true, inseparable, faithful loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Canst. To England, if you wilL 

K. Phi, Bind up your hairs. 

Const, Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it? 
I tore them from their bonds and cried aloud, 70 

'O that these hands could so redeem my son. 
As they have given these hairs their liberty!' 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And will again commit them to their bonds, 
Because my poor child is a prisoner. 
And, father cardinal, I have heard you say 
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 
If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 
For since the birth of Cain, the first male child. 
To him that did but yesterday suspire, 80 

There was not such a gracious creature bom. 
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud 
And chase the native beauty from his cheek. 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit, 
And so he 11 die ; and, rising so again, 
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 
Pond, You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 90 

Const, He talks to me that never had a son. 
K, Phi, You are as fond of grief as of your child 
Const, Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me, 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief ? 
Fare you well : had you such a loss as I, ^ . 

I could give better comfort than you do. 100 
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I will not keep this form upon my head, 

When there is such disorder in my wit. 

O Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 

My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure! [Extf, 

K, Phi, I fear some outrage, and I *11 follow her. \Exit, 

Lew, There 's nothing in this world can make me joy : 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man; 
Aftd bitter shame hath spoiPd the sweet world's taste, no 
That it yields nought but shame and bitterness. 

Pond, Before the curing of a strong disease, 
Even in the instant of repair and health. 
The fit is strongest ; evils that take leave. 
On their departure most of all show evil ; 
What have you lost by losing of this day ? 

Lew, All days of glory, joy and happiness. 

Pond. If you had won it, certainly you had. 
No, no ; when Fortune means to men most good. 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 120 

Tis strange to think how much King John hath lost 
In this which he accounts so clearly won : 
Are not you grieved that Arthur is his prisoner? 

Lew, As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak with a prophetic spirit ; 
For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub, 
Out of the path which shall directly lead 
Thy foot to England's throne ; and therefore mark. 1 30 
John hath seized Arthur ; and it cannot be 
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant's veins. 
The misplaced John, should entertain an hour, 
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest. 
A sceptre snatch'd with an unruly hand 
Must be as boisterously maintained as gainM ; 
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And he that stands upon a slippery place 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up : 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall ; 

So be it, for it cannot be but so. 140 

Lew, But what shall I gain by young Arthur's fall ? 

Pand, You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife, 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand. How green you are and fresh in this old world \ 
John lays you plots ; the times conspire with you j 
For he that steeps his safety in true blood 
Shall find but bloody safety and untrue. 
This act so evilly bom shall cool the hearts 
Of all his. people and freeze up their zeal, 150 

That none so small advantage shall step forth 
To check his reign, but they will cherish it ; 
No natural exhalation in the sky, 
No scope of nature, no distempered day, 
No common wind, no customed event. 
But they will pluck away his natural cause 
And call them meteors, prodigies and signs, 
Abortives, presages and tongues of heaven, 
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

Lew. May be he will not touch young Arthur's life, 160 
But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already. 
Even at that news he dies; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him 
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change 
And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers* ends of John. 
Methinks I see this hurly all on foot : 
And, O, what better matter breeds for you 170 

Than I have named! The bastard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ransacking the churchy 
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Offending charity : if but a dozen French 

Were there in arms, they would be as a call 

To train ten thousand English to their side, 

Or as a little snow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin, 

Go with me to the king: 'tis wonderful 

What may be wrought out of their discontent, 

Now that their souls are topful of offence. i8o 

For England go : I will whet on the king. 

Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions : let us go: 
If you say ay, the king will not say no. [Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

Scene I. A room in a castle. 

Enter Hubert and Executioners. 

Hub, Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou stand 
Within the arras : when I strike my foot 
Ugon the bosom of the ground, rush forth, 
And bind the boy which you shall find with me 
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch. 

First Ex. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 

Hub. Uncleanly scruples ! fear not you : look to*t. - 

[Exeunt Executioners. 
Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you. 

Enter Arthur. 
Artk. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Hub, Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth, As little prince, having so great a title lo 

To be more prince, as may be. You are sad. 
Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Arth. Mercy on me! 

Methinks no body should be sad but I : 
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Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 

Young gentlemen would be as sad as night, 

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 

So I were out of prison and kept sheep, 

I should be as merry as the day is long ; 

And so I would be here, but that I doubt 

My uncle practises more harm to me : 20 

He is afraid of me and I of him : 

Is it my fault that I was Gef&ey's son? 

No, indeed, is't not; and I would to heaven 

I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 

Hud. [Aside] If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy which lies dead: 
Therefore I will be sudden and dispatch; 

Arfh, Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to-day : 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick, 
That I might sit all night and watch with you : 30 

I warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Hud, [Aside] His words do take possession of my bosom. 
Read here, young Arthur. [ShoTving a paper. 

[Aside] How now, foolish rheum ! 
Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 
I must be brief, lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears. 
Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect: 
Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes ? 

Hub, Young boy, I must. 

Arth. And will you? 

Hub. And I will/ 

Arth. Have you the heart ? When your head did but 
ache, 41 

I knit my handkercher about your brows. 
The best I had, a princess wrought it me. 
And I did never ask it you again ; 
And with my hand at midnight held your head, 
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And like the watchful minutes to the hour, 

Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time, 

Saying, *What lack you?* and 'Where lies* your grief?' 

Or * What good love may I perform for you ? ' 

Many a poor man's son would have lien still 5 

And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you; 

But you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love 

And call it cunning : do, an if you will : 

If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill. 

Why then you must. Will you put out mine eyes ? 

These eyes that never did nor never shall 

So much as frown on you. 

Hub. I have sworn to do it ; 

And with hot irons must I bum them out. 

Arth, Ah, none but in this iron age would do it ! 60 
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot, 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink ihy tears 
And quench his fiery indignation 
Even in the matter of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that, consume away in rust. 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more stubborn-hard than hammered iron ? 
An if an angel should have come to me 
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believed him, — no tongue but Hubert's. 70 

Hub. Come forth. {Stamps. 

Re-enter Executioners, with a cord, ironsy &*c. 

Do as I bid you do. 

Artk, O, save me, Hubert, save me! my eyes are out 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 

Arth. Alas, what need you be so boisterous-rough? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
For heaven sake, Hubert, let me not be bound! 
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Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive these men away, 

And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 80 

I will not sdr, nor wince, nor speak a word, 

Nor look upon the iron angerly : 

Thrust but these men away, and I '11 forgive you. 

Whatever torment you do put me to. 

J/ud. Go, stand within ; let me alone with him. 
d; First Ex. I am best pleased to be from such a deed. 

[Exeunt Executioners. 

Arth» Alas, I then have chid away my friend ! 
He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart : 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub, Come, boy, prepare yourself. 90 

Arth. Is there no remedy ? 

Hub, None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arth, O heaven, that there were but a mote in yours, 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hiir, 
Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 
Then feeling what small things are boisterous there, 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promise ? go to, hold your tongue. . 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue, let me not, Hubert ; 100 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So I may keep mine eyes : O, spare mine eyes, 
Though to no use but still to look on you! 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with grief. 
Being create for comfort, to be used 
In undeserved extremes: see else yourself; 
There \s no malice in this burning coal ; 

E 
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The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out no 

And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub, But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 

Arth, An if you do, you will but make it blush 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert : 
Nay, it perchance will sparkle in your eyes ; 
And like a dog that is compell'd to fight. 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 
All things that you should use to do me wrong • 
Deny their office: only you do lack 

That mercy which fie/ce fire and iron extends, 120 

Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hub, Well, see to live ; I will not touch thine eye 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes ; 
Yet am I sworn and I did purpose, boy. 
With this same very iron to bum them out. 

Arih, O, now you look like Hubert ! all this while 
You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace ; no more. Adieu. 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead; 
I'll fill these dogged spies with false reports: 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure, 130 

That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 

Arth, O heaven ! I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub, Silence ; no more : go closely in with me : 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt. 



Scene II. King John's palace. 

Enter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, 
and other Lords. 

K. John, Here once again we sit, once again crown'd. 
And looked upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 

Pern, This 'once again,' but that your highness 'pleased, 
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Was once superfluous: you were crowned before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off, 
The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt ; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change or better state. 

Sal. Therefore, to be possess'd with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich before, ic 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
To throw a perfume on the violet. 
To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

Pern, But that your royal pleasure must be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told, 
And in the last repeating troublesome. 
Being urged at a time unseasonable. 20 

Sal, In this the antique and well noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 
And, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles and frights consideration. 
Makes sound opinion sick and truth suspected. 
For putting on so new a fashion'd robe. 

Pern, When workmen strive to do better than well, 
They do confound their skill in covetousness ; 
And oftentimes excusing of a fault 30 

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse, 
As patches set upon a little breach 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault 
Than did the fault before it was so patch'd. 

Sal, To this effect, before you were new crown'd, 
We breathed our counsel : but it pleased your highness 
To overbear it, and we are all well pleased. 
Since all and every part of what we would 
Doth make a stand at what your highness will. 

E 2 
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K, John, Some reasons of this double coronation 40 
I have possessed you with and think them strong ; 
And more, more strong, than lesser is my fear, 
I shall indue you with : meantime but ask 
What you would have reformed that is not well, 
And well shall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pent, Then I, as one that am the tongue of these 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts, 
Both for myself and them, but, chief of all, 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 50 

Bend their best studies, heartily request 
The enfranchisement of Arthur ; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
To break into this dangerous argument, — 
If what in rest you have in right you hold. 
Why then your fears, which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong, should move you to mew up 
Your tender kinsman and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise. 60 

That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit 
That you have bid us ask his liberty ; 
Which for our goods we do no further ask 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal he have his liberty. 

Enter Hubert. 

K. John, Let it be so : I do commit his youth 
To your direction. Hubert, what news with you ? 

\Taking him apart. 

Pern, This is the man should do the bloody deed ; 
He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine : 70 

The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much troubled breast ; 
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And I do fearfully believe 'tis done, 
What we so fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sal, The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set : 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pent, And when it breaks, I fear will issue thence 80 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

K. John. We cannot hold mortality's strong hand : 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead : 
He tells us Arthur is deceased to-night. 

Sal. Indeed we fear'd his sickness was past cure. 

Pern, Indeed we heard how near his death he was 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 
This must be answer'd either here or hence. 

K.John. Why do you bend such solemn brows on me.'* 
Think you I bear the shears of destiny ? 9 1 

Have I commandment on the pulse of life ? 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play ; and 'tis shame 
That greatness should so grossly offer it : 
So thrive it in your game ! and so, farewell. 

Pern. Stay yet. Lord Salisbury ; I'll go with thee. 
And find the inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood which owed the breadth of all this isle, 
Three foot of it doth hold : bad world the while I 100 
This must not be thus borne : this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubt. [Exeunt Lords. 

K. John. They bum in indignation. I repent : 
There is no sure foundation set on blood. 
No certain life achieved by others' death. 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast : where is that blood 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks? 
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So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 

Pour down thy weather : how goes all in France ? 

Mess. From France to England. Never such a power 
For any foreign preparation iii 

Was levied in the body of a land. 
The copy of your speed is leam*d by them ; 
For when you should be told they do prepare, 
The tidings comes that they are all arrived. 

K. John, O, where hath our intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hath it slept? Where is my mother's care, 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it ? 

Mess, My liege, her ear 

Is stopped with dust; the first of April died 120 

Your noble mother : and, as I hear, my lord, 
The Lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue 
I idly heard ; if true or false I know now. 

K, John, Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleased 
My discontented peers ! What ! mother dead ! 
How wildly then walks my estate in France ! 
Under whose conduct came those powers of France 
That thou for truth givest out are landed here? 130 

Mess. Under the Dauphin. 

K. John, Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. 

Enter the Bastard and Peter oJ Pom/ret. 

Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Bast. But if you be afeard to hear the worst. 
Then let the worst unheard fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amazed 
Under the tide : but now I breathe again 
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Aloft the flood, and can give aadience 

To any tongue, speak it of what it wilL 140 

Basf, How I have sped among the clergymen, 
The sums I have collected shall express. 
But as I traveird hither through the land, 
I find the people strangely fantasied ; 
Possessed with rumours, full of idle dreams, 
Not knowing what they fear, but full_ of fear : 
And here's a prophet, that I brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels : 
To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes, 150 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon. 
Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

IC. John, Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou so ? 

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so. 

K, John, Hubert, away with him ; imprison him ; 
And on that day at noon, whereon he says 
I shall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver him to safety ; and return. 
For I must use thee. \kxit Hubert with Peter, 

O my gentle cousin, 
Hear'st thou the news abroad, who are arrived.? i6o 

Bast. The Frerfch, my lord ; men's mouths are full of it : 
Besides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury, 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire, 
And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, whom they say is kiird to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K, John, Gentle kinsman, go, 

And thrust thyself into their companies : 
I have a way to win their loves again ; 
Bring them before me. 

Bast, I will seek them out. 

K, John, Nay, but make haste ; the better foot before. 
O, let me have no subject enemies, 171 
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When adverse foreigners af&ight my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion ! 
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels, 
And fly like thought from them to me again. 

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

[Exit, 

K,John. Spoke like a sprightful noble gentleman. 

Go after him ; for he perhaps shall need 

Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ; 

And be thou he. 

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. \Exit. 

K, John, . My mother dead ! i8i 

Re-enter Hubert. 

Hub. My lord, they say five moons were seen to-rfight ; 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

K, John, Five moons ! 

Hub, Old men and beldams in the streets 

Do prophesy upon it dangerously : 
Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 
And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer's wrist, 190 

Whilst he that hears makes fearful action. 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus. 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news ; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand. 
Standing on slippers, which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet, 
Told of a many thousand warlike French 
That were embattailed and rank'd in Kent : 200 

•Another lean unwash*d artificer 
Cuts off. his tale and talks of Arthur's death. 

K, John, Why seek*st thou to possess mc with these fears ? 
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Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death ? 

Thy hand hath murder'd him: I had a mighty cause 

To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 

Hud, No had, my lord ! why, did you not provoke me ? 

JC. John. It is the curse of kings to be attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life, aio 

And on the winking of authority 
To understand a law, to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour than advised respect. 

Hub, Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 

K.John. O, when the last account 'twixt heaven and 
earth * 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation! 
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Make deeds ill done! Hadst not thou been by, 220 

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted and signed to do a deed of shame, 
This murder had not come into my mind : 
But taking note of thy abhorred aspect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany. 
Apt, liable to be employed in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death ; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king. 
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub. My lord, — ' 230 

K.John, Hadst thou but shook thy head or made a 
pause 
When I spake darkly what I purposed. 
Or tum'd an eye: of doubt upon my face, 
As bid me tell my tale in express words, 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me : 
But thou didst understand me by my signs 
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And didst in signs again parley with sin ; 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent. 

And consequently thy rude hand to act 240 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me ; and my state is braved. 

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers : 

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land, 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

Between my conscience and my cousin's death. 

Hub. Arm you against your other enemies, 
I '11 make a peace between your soul and you. 250 

Young Arthur is alive : this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand. 
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 
Within this bosom never enter'd yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderous thought ; 
And you have slander'd nature in my form, 
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly. 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John, Doth Arthur live } O, haste thee to the 
peers, 260 

Throw this report on their incensed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience! 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for, my rage was blind. 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art 
O, answer not, but to my closet bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haste. 
I conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast. [Exeunt, 
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Scene III. Be/ore the castle. 

Enter Arthur, on the walls, 

Arth. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down : 
Good ground, be pitiful and hurt me not! 
There 's few or none do know me : if they did, 
This ship-bo/s semblance hath disguised me quite. 
I am afraid ; and yet I '11 venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
I'll find a thousand shifts to get away: 
As good to die and go, as die and stay. [Leaps down. 
me ! my uncle's spirit is in these stones : 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones ! 10 

[Dies. 

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmuhdsbury : 
It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal? 

ScU. The Count Melun, a noble lord of France ; 
Whose private with me of the Dauphin's love 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Big, To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 

Sal. Or rather then set forward ; for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, lords, or ere we meet. 20 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distemper'd lords! 
The king by me requests your presence straight. 

Sal. The king hath dispossess'd himself of us : 
We will not line his thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where'er it walks. 
Return and tell him so : we know the worst. 
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Basi, Whate'er you think, good words, I think, were 
best. 

Sal, Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 

Bast, But there is little reason in your grief; 30 

Therefore 'twere reason you had manners now. 

Pern, Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 

Bast, 'Tis true, to hurt his master, no man else. 

Sal, This is the prison. What is he lies here ? 

\Seeing Arthur, 

Pern, O death, made proud with pure and princely 
beauty! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal, Murder, as hating what himself hath done^ 
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 

Big, Or, when he doom'd this beauty to a grave, 
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 40 

Sal, Sir Richard, what think you? have you beheld. 
Or have you read or heard? or could you think? 
Or do you almost think, although you see. 
That you do see? could thought, without this object. 
Form such another? This is the very top. 
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest. 
Of murder's arms : this is the bloodiest shame. 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke. 
That ever wall-eyed wrath or staring rage 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 50 

Pern. All murders past do stand excused in this : 
And this, so sole and so unmatchable, 
Shall give a holiness, a purity. 
To the yet unbegotten sin of times ; 
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Bast, It is a damned and a bloody work ; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand. 
If that it be the work of any hand. 
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Sal, If that it be the work of any hand! 60 

We had a kind of light what would ensue : 
It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand ; 
The practice and the purpose of the king: 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life, 
And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow, 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 70 

Till I have set a glory to this hand. 
By giving it the worship of revenge. 

„, " > Our souls religiously confirm thy words. 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you : 
Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you. 

Sal. O, he is bold and blushes not at death. 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone! 

Hub. I am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law? 

{Drawing his sword. 

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again. 

Sal. Not till I sheathe it in a murderer's skin. 80 

Hub. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, stand back, I say ; 
By heaven, I think my sword's as sharp as yours: 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself, 
.Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness and nobility. 

Big, Out, dunghill ! darest thou brave a nobleman ? 

Hub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 



6% KING JOHN. 

Sal. Thou art a murderer. 

/fu3. Do not prove me so ; 90 

Yet I am none : whose tongue soe'er speaks false, 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 

Pem. Cut him to pieces. 

Bast Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal, Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury : 
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
I'll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime; 
Or I'll so maul you and your toasting-iron. 
That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 100 

Btg". What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge? 
Second a villain and a murderer? 

Hud. Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Big-. Who kill'd this prince? 

JIud. Tis not an hour since I left him well : 
I honour'd him, I loved him, and will weep 
My date of life out for his sweet life's loss. 

Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villany is not without such rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. no 

Away with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house ; 
For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Btg. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there! 

Pern. There tell the king he may inquire us out. 

[Exeunl Lords, 

Bast. Here's a good world ! Knew you of this fair 
work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death. 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 
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Ifud. Do but hear me, sir. 

Bos/. Ha! ril tell thee what ; 120 

Thou'rt damn'd as black — nay, nothing is so black ; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer: 
There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

jF/ud. Upon my soul — 

Bast If thou didst- but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair; 
And if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be a beam 
To hang thee on ; or wouldst thou drown thyself, 130 
Put but a little water in a spoon, 
And it shall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to stifle such a villain up. 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hud. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought, 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay. 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me. 
I left him well 

Basf. Co, bear him in thine arms. 

I am amazed, methinks, and lose my way 140 

Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 
How easy dost thou take all England up! 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty. 
The life, the right and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug and scamble and to part by the teeth 
The unowed interest of proud-swelling state. 
Now for the bare-pick'd bone of majesty 
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest 
And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : 150 

Now powers from home and discontents at home 
Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits, 
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As doth a raven on a sick-fall'h beast, 

The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he whose cloak and cincture can 

Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child 

And follow me with speed : Til to the king : 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand, 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. {Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

Scene I . King John's palace. 

Enter King John, Pandulph, and Attendants. 

K. John, Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. [Giving the crowUi 

Pand, Take again 

From this my hand, as holding of the pope 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K, John, Now keep your holy word : go meet the 
French, 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches *fore we are inflaimed. 
'Our discontented counties do revolt; 
Our people quarrel with obedience. 

Swearing allegiance and the love of soul lo 

To stranger .blood, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemper'd humour 
Rests by you only to be qualified : 
Then pause not; for the present time's so sick. 
That present medicine must be ministerM, 
Or overthrow incurable ensues, 

Pand, It was my breath that blew this tempest up, 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope ; 
But since you are a gentle convertite, 
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My tongue shall hush again this storm of war 20 

And make fair weather in your blustering land. 

On this Ascension-day, remember well, 

Upon your oath of service to the pope, 

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. [Exit. 

K, John. Is this Ascension day ? Did not the prophet 
Say that before Ascension-day at noon 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : 
I did suppose it should be on constraint; 
But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter the BASTARD. 

BasL All Kent hath yielded ; nothing there holds 
out 30 

But Dover castle : London hath received, 
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy. 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John. Would' not my lords return to me again. 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

Bast They found him dead and cast into the streets. 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 40 

By some damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. * 

- K, John. That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop? why look you sad? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought: 
Let not the world see fear and sad distrust 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threatener and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror: so shall inferior eyes, 50 

That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example and put on 

p 



66 KING JOHN. 

The dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away^ and glister like the god of war. 

When he intendeth to become the field : 

Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 

What, shall they seek the lion in his den, 

And fright him there ? and make hiin tremble there ? 

O, let it not be said : forage, and run 

To meet displeasure farther from the doors, 60 

And grapple with him ere he come so nigh. 

JC. John. The legate of the pope hath been with me, 
And I have made a happy peace with him ; 
And he hath promised to dismiss the powers 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Bast, O inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 
Send fair-play orders and make compromi^, 
Insinuation, parley and base truce 
To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy, 
A cocker'd silken wanton, brave our fields, 70 

And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil, 
Mocking the air with colours idly spread. 
And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms : 
Perchance the cardinal cannot make your peace; 
Or if he do, let it at least be said 
*They saw we had a purpose of defence. 

K, John, Have thou the ordering of this present time. 

Bast, Away, then, with good courage! yet, I know, 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. 

\Exeunt, 
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Scene II. The Dauphin's camp €U St. Edmundsbury. 

EnteTy in arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, 
Pembroke, Bigot, and Sgldiers. 

Lew. My Lord Melun« let this be -oevti^ put, 
And keep it safe for ouf remembrance : 
Return the precedent to these lords again ; 
That, having our fair order written down, 
Both they and we, perusing p'er these note^. 
May. know wherefore we took the sacrament 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal and an unurged faith lo 

To your proceedings ; yet believe oie, prince) 
I am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemned revolt, 
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound 
By making many. O, it grieves my soul. 
That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker ! O,' and ithere 
Where honourable rescue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salisbury ! 
But such is the infection of the time, ao. 

That, for the health and physic of our right, 
We cannot deal but with the iuery hand 
Of stem injustice and confused wrong. 
And is *t not pity, O my grieved friends. 
That we, the sons and childr^d of this isle, 
Were bom to see so sad an hour as this ; 
Wherein we step after a stranger, march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies' ranks, — I must withdraw and weep 
Upon the spot of this enforced cause, — 30 

To grace the gentry of a land remote. 
And follow imacquainted colours here? 

F 2 
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What, here ? O fiation, that thou couldst remove ! 
That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee ahout. 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself, 
And grapple the^ unto a pagan shore; . 
Where these two Christian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 
And not to spend it so unneighbourly ! 

Lew, A noble temper dost thou show in this; 40 

And great affections wrestling in thy bosom 
Doth make an earthquake of nobility. 
O, what a. noble combat hast thou fought 
Between compulsion and a brave respect! 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks: 
My heart hath melted at a lad/s tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation ; 
But this effusion of such manly drops. 
This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 50 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed 
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven 
Figured quite o*er with burning meteors. 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 
And with a great heart heave away this storm : 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes 
That never saw the giant world enraged ; 
Nor met with fortune other than at feasts. 
Full of warm blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 
Come, come ; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep 60 
Into the purse of rich prosperity 
As Lewis himself: so, nobles, shall you all. 
That knit your sinews to the strength of mine 
And even there, methinks, an angel spake: 

Enter Pandulph. 

Look, where the holy legate comes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven, 
And on our actions set the name of right 
With holy breath. 



IL 
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Pond, Hail, noble prince of France ! 

The next is this, King John hath reconciled 
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in, 70 

That so stood out against the holy church, 
The great metropolis and se;e of Rome ; 
Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up; 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war, 
That, like a lion foster'd up at hand. 
It may lie gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not back : 
I am too high-bom to be propertied. 
To be a secondary at control, 80 

Or useful serving-man iand instrument. 
To any sovereign state throughout the world. 
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wan 
Between this chastised kingdom and myself, 
And brought in matter that should feed this fire ; 
And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land. 
Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart ; 9^ 

And come ye now to tell me John hath made 
His peace with Rome? What is that peace to me? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 
And, now it is half-conquer'd, must I back 
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome? 
Am I Rome's slave? What penny hath Rome borne, 
What men provided, what munition sent, 
To underprop this action? Is't not I 
That undergo this charge? who else but I, 100 

And such as to my claim are liable, 
Sweat in this business and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard these islanders shout out 
' Vive le roi ! ' as I have bank'd their towns ? 
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Have I not here the best cards for the game, 
To win this easy match (>ia/d for a crown? 
And shall I now give o'er the yielded set? 
No, no, on my soul, it never shall be $aid. 

Pand. You look but on the outside of this work. 

Lew, Outside or inside, I will not return no 

Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised 
Before I drew this gaflant head of war, 
And cuU'd these fiery spirits from the world, 
To outlook conquest and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death. 

[Trumfiet sounds. 
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us? 

Enter the Bastard, attended. 

Bast. According to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience ; I am sent to speak : 
My holy lord of Milan, from the king 120 

I come, to learn how you have dealt for him ; 
And, as you answer, I do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand, The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite, 
And will not temporize with my entreaties ) 
He flatly says he '11 not lay down his arms. 

Bast. By all the blood that fet6r fUfy bftatfcted, 
The youth says well. Now hfear &vii Englfeh king; 
For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 
He is prepared, and reason too he should : 130 

This apish and unmannerly approach. 
This hamess'd masque and unadvised revel, 
This unhair'd sauciness and boyish troops. 
The king doth smile at; and is well prepared 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arm*, 
From out the circle of his territories. 
That hand which had the strength, even at your door, 
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To cudgel you and make you take the hatch, 

To dive like buckets in concealed wells, 

To crouch in litter of your stable planks, 140 

To lie like pawns lock'd up in chests and trunks, 

To hug with swine, to seek sweet. safety out 

In vaults and prisons, and to thrill anch shake 

Even at the crying of your nation's crow, 

Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ; 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement? 

No: know the gallant monarch is in arms 

And like an eagle o'er his aery towers. 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest 150 

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts. 

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 

Of your dear mother England, blush for shame ; 

For your own ladies and pale- visaged. maids 

Like Amazons come tripping after drums. 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change. 

Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 

To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lew. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in peace ; 
We grant thou canst outscold us: fare thee well; 160 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabbler. 

Pond. Give me leave to spe^. 

Bast, No, I will speak. 

Lew. We will attend to neither. 

Strike Up the drums ; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for om: interest and our being here. 

Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out ; 
And so shall you, being beaten: do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 
And even at hand a drum is ready braced 
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine ; 170 

Sound but another, and another shall 
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As loud as thine rattle the welkin's ear 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder: for at hand, 
Not trusting to this halting legate here, 
Whom he hath used rather for sport than need, 
Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb'd death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 
Lew. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 

Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt. i8o 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. The field of battle. 

Alarums. Enter KING John and HUBERT. 

K. John. How goes the day with us ? O, tell me, Hubert 
Hub. Badly, I fear. How fares your majesty ? 

^ K. John. This fever, that hath troubled me so long. 

Lies heavy on me; O, my heart is sick! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman, FaulconbridgCy 
Desires your majesty to leave the field 
And send him word by me which way you go, 

K. John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey there. 

Mess. Be of good comfort ; for the great supply 
That was expected by the Dauphin here, lo 

Are wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin Sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even now; 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

K. John. Ay me ! this tyrant fever bums me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight ; 
Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint. {Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. Another part 0/ the field. 
Enter Salisbury, -Pembroke, and Bigot. 

Sal, I did not think the king so stored with friends. 

Pern, Up once again ; put spirit in the French : 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 

Sal, That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge, 
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 
Pern, They say King John sore sick hath left the field. 

Enter Melun, wounded, 

Mel, Lead me to the revolts of England here. 

Sal, When we were happy we had other names. 

Pern, It is the Count Melun. 

Sal, Wounded to death. 

Mel, Fly, noble English, you are bought and sold ; 10 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 
Seek out King John and fall before his feet ; 
For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompense the pains you take 
By cutting off your heads : thus hath he sworn 
And I with him, and many moe with me, 
Upon the altar at Saint Edmundsbury ; 
Even on that altar where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. ao 

Sal, May this be possible? may this be true? 

Mel, Have I not hideous death within my view, 
Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Resolveth from his figure 'gainst the fire? 
What in the world should make me now deceive, 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit ? 
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Why should I then be false, since it is true 
That I must die here and live hence by truth? 
I say again, if Lewis do win the day, 30 

He is forsworn, if e'er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east: 
But even this night, whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble and day-wearied sun, 
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated treachery 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your 'lives, 
jl£ Lewis by your assistance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert with your king: 40 

The love of him, and this respect besides. 
For that my grandsire was an Englishman, 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field. 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, and part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 

Scd, We do believe thee: and beshrew my soul 
But I do love the favour and the form 50 

Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight, 
And like a bated and retired flood. 
Leaving our rankness and irregular course, 
Stoop low within those bounds we have o*erlook'd 
And calmly run on in obedience 
Even to our* ocean, to our great King John. 
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence ; 
For I do see the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine eye. Away, my friends ! New flight ; 60 
And happy newness, that intends old right. 

[Exeunt, leading off Melun, 
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Scene V. T/te French camp. 

Enter Lewis and his train. 

Lew, The sun of heaven methought was loath to Set, 
But stayed and made the western welkin blush, 
When English measure backward their own ground 
In faint retire. O, bravely came we off, 
When with a volley of our needless shot, 
After such bloody toil, we bid good night ; 
And wound our tattering colours clearly up, 
Last in the field, and almost lords of it! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Where is my prince, the Dauphin? 

Lew, Here : what news ? 

Mess, The Count Melun is slain ; the English lords 10 
By his persuasion are again fall*n off, 
And your supply, which you have wished so long, 
Are cast away and sunk on Goodwin Sands. 

Lew, Ah, foul shrewd news! beshrew thy very heart! 
I did not think to be so sad to-night 
As this hath made me. Who was he that said 
King John did fly an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers? 

Mess, Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 

Lew, Well ; keep good quarter and good care to-night ; 
The day shall not be up so soon as I, 21 

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt, 

Scene VL An open place in the neighbourhood of 

Swinstead Abbey. 

Enter the Bastard and HItbert, severally. 

Hub, Who 's there ? speak, ho ! speak quickly^ or I shoot. 

Bast, A friend. What art thou? 

Hub, Qi the part of England. 
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Bast Whither dost thou go? 

Hub. What's that to thee? why may not I demand 
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine ? 

Bast. Hubert, I think? 

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought: 

I will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou art my friend, thou know'st my tongue so well. 
Who art thou? 

Bast. Who thou wilt : and if thou please, 

Thou mayst befriend me so much as to think lo 

I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Unkind remembrance! thou and eyeless night 
Have done me shame: brave soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Bast. Come, come ; sans compliment, what news abroad ? 

Hub. Why, here walk I in the black brow of night, 
To find you out. 

Bast. Brief, then; and what's the news? 

Hub, O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night, 
Black, fearful, comfortless and horrible. 30 

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill news : 
I am no woman. Til not swoon at it. 

Hub. The king, I fear, is poison'd by a monk: 
I left him almost speechless ; and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil, that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time. 
Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bast. How did he take it? who did taste to him? 

Hub, A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain, 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out: the king 30 

Yet speaks and peradventure may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty? 

Hub, Why, know you not ? the lords are all come back. 
And brought Prince Henry in their company ; 
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At whose request the king hath pardon'd them. 
And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven. 
And tempt us not to bear above our power! 
I '11 tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night. 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide; 40 

These Lincoln 'Washes have devoured them ; 
Myself, well mounted, hardly have escaped. 
Away before : conduct me to the king ; 
I doubt he will be dead or ere I come. [Exiunt, 

Scene VII. The orchard in Swinstead Abbey. 

Enter Prince HENRY, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

P. Hen. It is too late : the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly, and his pure brain, 
Which some suppose the souPs frail dwelling-house, 
Doth by the idle comments that it makes 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pent. His highness yet doth speak, and holds belief 
That, being brought into the open air, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard here, xo 
Doth he still rage ? [Exit Bigot. 

Pent. He is more patient 

Than when you left him ; even how he sung. 

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness ! fierce extremes 
In their continuance will not feel themselves. 
Death, having pie/d upon the outward parts, 
Leaves them invisible, and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of strange fantasies, 
Which, in their throng and press to that last hold, 
Confound themselves. Tis strange that death should sing. 
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I am the qrgnet to this pale faint swan, ai 

Who chants a doleful hymn to his pwp deaths 
And from the organ-pipe pf frailty sings 
His soul and body to their .lasting re^t. 

Sal, Be of good conafprt, prince ; for you ar^ bpm 
To set a form upon that indigest 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Enter Attendants, and Bigot, carrying King John 

in a chair, 

K, John, Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-room ; 
It would not out at windows nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 30 

That all my bowels crumble up to dust: 
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

P, Hen, How fares. your majesty? 

K, John, Poison'd, — ill fare — dead, forsook, cast off : 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw. 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course 
Through my bum'd bosom, nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips 40 

And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait 
And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P, Hen, O that there were some virtue in my tears. 
That might relieve you! 

K, John, The salt in them is hot 

' Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is as a fiend confined to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast, O, I am scalded with my violent n^ktion. 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty ! 50 
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J^. John. O. cousin, thou art come to set mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart is crack'd and bum*d, 
And all the shrouds wherewith my life should sail 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 
Which holds but 'till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou seest is but a dod 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Bast, The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where heaven He knows how we shall answer him ; 60 
For in a night the best part of my power, 
As I upon advantage did remove. 
Were in the Washes all unwarily 
Devoured by the unexpected flood. [The king dies, 

Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead an ear. 
My liege ! my lord ! but now a king, now thus. 

P. Hen, Even so must I run on, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When this was now a king, and now is clay? 

Bast, Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind 70 
To do the office for thee of revenge. 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven. 
As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 
Now, now, you stars that move in your right spheres. 
Where be your powers ? show now your mended faiths. 
And instantly return with me again. 
To push destruction and perpetual shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 
Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought ; 
The Dauphin rag< ?s at our very heels. 80 

Sal, It seems you know not, then, so much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest, 
Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin, 
And brings from him such offers of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take, 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 
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Bast. He will the rather do it when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal» Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many carriages he hath dispatch*d 90 

To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal : 
With whom yourself, myself and other lords, 
If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bast, Let it be so : and you, my noble prince, 
With other princes that may best be spared, 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 

P. Hen. At Wo rcester must his body be inten d ; 

Var_ jp he will'd- ir 

Bast, Thither shall it then : 100 

And happily niay your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ! 
To whom, with all submission, on my knee 
I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make. 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P, Hen, I have a kind soul that would give you thanks 
And knows not how to do it but with tears. 

Bast, O, let us pay the time but needful woe, no 

Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. 
This England never did, nor never shall, 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again. 
Come the three comers of the world in arms. 
And we shall shock them. Nought shaU make us rue. 
If England to itself do rest but true. [Exeunt, 
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PREFACE. 



Shakespeare's Richard II was first published, in quarto, 
in the year 1597. A second edition appeared in the following 
year. In the year 1608 a third edition was published, as the 
title-page informs us, ' With new additions of the Parliament 
Scaane and the deposing of King Richard.' These * new addi- 
tions ' amount to 165 lines, viz. lines 154-318 in the first scene 
of the fourth act, from * May it please you, lords ' to * a true 
King's faU.' 

Were these lines in reality newly added to the play, or did 
they form part of it as originally written, and omitted for 
whatever reason in the two first editions ? We incline to the 
latter alternative, because they agree exactly in style, diction, 
and rhythm with the rest of the play, and because in line 321 
the Abbot says, *A woeful pageant have we here beheld,' 
nothing having occurred which could be called a pageant, if 
the deposition were omitted. This part of the scene was 
probably omitted in the representation for fear of giving 
offence at Court, because any reference to the deposition of 
an English sovereign (even when, as in this case, the sym- 
pathies of the audience are enlisted on behalf of the deposed 
monarch), would be treading on dangerous ground at a time 
when the Pope and other Catholic princes were constantly 
exhorting the subjects of Elizabeth to depose her. 

The fourth quarto, printed from the third, appeared in 
1615, * The play, as given in the first folio [1623], was no 
doubt printed from a copy of the fourth quarto, corrected 
with some care and prepared for stage representation. Seve- 
ral passages have been left out with a view of shortening the 

b 
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performance. In the ' new additions of the Parliament Sceane ' 
it would appear that the defective text of the quarto had been 
corrected from the author's MS. For this part therefore the 
first folio is our highest authority ; for all the rest of the play 
the first quarto affords the best text.' (Cambridge Shake- 
speare, vol. iv. Preface, p. ix.) 

We have no evidence as to the precise year in which Richard 
II was composed; but its general style conclusively proves that 
it was considerably earlier than the first part of Henry IV, 
which was first printed in 1598. We shall probably not be 
far wrong if with Malone we assign it to the year 1 593. From 
internal evidence alone the historical plays may be classed 
under four periods, (i) The three parts of Henry VI; (2) 
Richard III, Richard II, and King John; (3) The two parts 
of Henry IV and Henry Vj (4) Henry VIII. In the plays 
of the second period we find much more dramatic skill and 
poetical power than in those of the first, while they are far 
inferior in these respects to the plays of the third period, 
and have little or no trace of the rich comic humour which is 
displayed so abundantly in the latter. In Richard II, as in 
Richard III, and to a minor degree in King John also, we 
may observe certain peculiarities and defects which dis- 
appear from the works composed in the full maturity of 
Shakespeare's powers, as for instance the frequent rhymes, 
the recurrence of elaborate conceits, forced antitheses and 
verbal puns, besides a stilted and imnatural phraseology 
and a kind of stiffness in the diction, sentences and 
clauses being too often coincident with the lines. But 
these minor blemishes do not detract from the great and 
essential merits of the work, which Coleridge pronounced 
to be * the most admirable of Shakespeare's purely historical 
plays.' It is free from the melodramatic violence and turgid 
language of Richard III, while in the sustained interest of its 
plot it is superior to King John and Henry VIII, 

There were at least two other plays on the same subject 
extant in Shakespeare's time. One, which turned on the 
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deposition of Richard II, was ordered to be played by Sir 
Gilly Merrick, an adherent of Essex, on the s^emoon pre- 
ceding his revolt in 1601. It is certain that this was not 
Shakespeare's play. It was, we are told, an old play which 
could not be expected to attract a large audience, so that 
Merrick gave the actors forty shillings in order to cover their 
loss. And it would be difficult to conceive any play less likely 
I to serve the ends of the conspirators than this of Shakespeare 

' even with the deposition-scene, in which the sympathies of 

I the audience during the later acts are powerfully attracted 

to the unfortunate King. And besides, the conspirators were 
most anxious to disclaim any attempt upon their sovereign's 
I life. 

Another play called Richard II was witnessed at the Globe 
Theatre, April 30, 161 1, by Dr. Simon Forman, but this, as we 
learn from his diary, began with Wat Tyler's rebellion, and 
apparently did not include the deposition and death of the 
King. 

Mr. R. G. White has pointed out (Shakespeare's Works, 
vol. vi, p. 1 39 sqq.) several coincidences between our drama 
and the second edition of Daniel's Civil Wars, published, like 
the first, in 1595, but these are too indecisive to found any 
positive conclusions upon. If one author was indebted to the 
other, Daniel in all likelihood borrowed from Shakespeare. 

Shakespeare's principal, if not sole authority, was Holinshed. 
Indeed, with the exception of the committal of the Bishop of 
Carlisle to the custody of the Abbot of Westminster (iv. i. 
152), which he must have derived from some other source, 
and the little touch we have noticed at the beginning of 
act V. sc. 3, where he may have had recourse to the pages 
of Hall, there is no reason to believe that he consulted any 
other history. That he used the second edition of Holin- 
shed, published in 1586-7, is evident from the fact that the 
withering of the bay-trees (ii. 4. 8) is recorded in that edition 
alone, and not in the first of 1577, from which nevertheless 
we have, with this exception, made our quotations. In the 
course of the notes we have given those passages to which 

b2 
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Shakespeare was indebted for facts and even expressions. 
Some, however, were too long to be inserted in the Notes, 
and we therefore quote them here at full, with the act and 
scene which they illustrate. 

Act I. Scene I. ' It fell forthe, that in this parliament 
holden at Shrewsbury, Henry duke of Hereford, accused 
Tho. Mowbray, duke of Norfolke, of certaine words which he 
shuld vtter in talke had betwixt them, as they roade togyther 
lately before, betwixte London and Brainforde, sounding 
highely to the kings dishonor. And for further proofe thereof, 
he presented a supplication to the K. wherin he appealed the 
duke of Norfolke in field of battaile, for a traitour, false and 
disloiall to the K. and enimy vnto the realme. This suppli- 
cation was redde beefore bothe the Dukes in presence of 
the Kyng : whiche done, the Duke of Norfolke tooke vppon 
hym to aunswere it, declaring that whatsoeuer the Duke of 
Hereforde hadde sayde agaynste hym other than well, hee 
lyed falsely like an vntrue Knighte, as he was : And when the 
king asked of the duke of Hereforde what he saide to it, he 
taking hys hoode off his heade, said : My soueraigne Lorde, 
euen as the supplication whiche I tooke you importeth, right 
so I say for truthe, that Thomas Moubray duke of Norfolke, 
is a traitour false and disloyall to your roiall Maiestie, your 
crowne, and to all the states of your realme. 

< Theti the Duke of Norfolke beeyng asked what he said to 
this, he answered, Right deare Lord, with your fauour that I 
make answere vnto your cousin here, I say (your reuerence 
saued,) that Henry of Lancaster duke of Hereforde, like a 
false and disloyall traitour as he is, dothe lye in that he hath 
or shall say of mee otherwise than well.' 

The dukes were both placed under arrest, and Norfolk was 
actually imprisoned at Windsor, but the Dukes of Lancaster, 
York, Aumerle, and Surrey became sureties for the appear- 
ance of Hereford. 

The play opens with the events described in the following 
paragraph. 

* Nowe after the dissoluing of the Parliament at Shrewsbury, 
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there was a day appointed about a sixe weekes after, for the 
K. to come vnto Winsor to hear and to take some order 
betwixte the twoo dukes, which had thus appealed eche other. 
There was a greate skafFold erected within the castell of 
Windsore for the king to sit with the Lordes and Prelates of 
his realme : and so at the day apointed, he with the saide lords 
and prelats being come thither and set in their places, the 
duke of Herford appellant, and the duke of Norfolke defen- 
dant, were sent for to come and apeare before the K. sitting 
ther in his seate of lustice. And then began to speak sir 
lo. Bushy for the K. declaring to the lords how they shuld 
vnderstand that where the duke of Hereford had presented a 
supplication to the K. that was there set to minister iustlce 
vnto al men that wold demaund the same, as apperteined to 
his roiall Maiesty, he therfore wold now heare what the 
parties could say one against an other, and withall the K. 
commaunded the dukes of Aumarle and Surrey, the one 
beyng constable, and the other marshall to go vnto the two 
dukes, appellant and defendant, requiring them on his behalf, 
to grow to some agreement : and for hys parte, hee woulde be 
readye to pardon all that hadde bene sayde or done amisse 
betwixte them, touching any harme or dishonour to him or 
hys realme : but they aunswered bothe assuredly that it was 
not possible to haue any peace or agreement made betwixt 
them. When hee hearde what they hadde aunswered, hee 
commaunded that they shoulde bee broughte forthwith before 
his presence, to heare what they woulde saye. 

* Herewith an Herauld in the Kings name with loude voice 
commaunded the Dukes to come before the King, either of 
them to shewe his reason, or else to make peace togither 
without more delay. 

* When they were come before the King and Lordes, the 
King spake himselfe to them, willing them to agree, and make 
peace togither : for it is (saide he) the best way ye can take. 

* The Duke of Norfolke with due reuerence herevnto aun- 
swered, that it coulde not bee so brought to passe, his honour 
saued. 
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* Then the King asked of the Duke of Hereforde, what it 
was that hee demaunded of the Duke of Norfoike, and what is 
the matter that ye cannot make peace togyther, and beecome 
friendes ? 

'Then stoode forth a Knight that asking and obteining 
licence to speake for the duke of Herford, said, Right dere 
and soueraigne Lorde, here is Henry of Lancaster Duke of 
Hereforde and Erie of Darbie, who saith, and I for hym like- 
wise say, that Thomas Moubray Duke of Norfolke is a false 
and disloyall traytour to you, and your royall Maiestie, and 
to your whole realme : and likewise the duke of Hereford 
saith and I for him, that Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke 
hath receyued .viij. M. nobles to paye the souldiores that keepe 
your Towne of Callais, whiche he hath not done as he oughte : 
and furthermore the saide Duke of Norfolke hath bin the 
occasion of all the treason that hath bin contriued in your 
Realme for the space of these .xviij. yeres, and by his false 
suggestions and malicious counsell, hath caused to dye and to 
be murthered your right dere vncle, the duke of Gloucester, 
Sonne to king Edwarde. 

* Moreouer, the Duke of Hereforde saith and I for hym, that 
he will proue this with his bodye, against the body of the said 
duke of Norfolke within listes. 

* The king herewith waxed angry, and asked the Duke of 
Hereford, if these were his words, who aunswered, Right 
deare Lord, they are my wordes, and hereof I require right, 
and the battell against hym. , 

' There was a Knight also that asked licence to speake for 
the Duke of Norfolke, and obteining it, began to aunswere 
thus : Right deare soueraigne Lorde, here is Thomas Mow- 
bray Duke of Norfolke, who aunswereth and saith, and I for 
him, that all that Henry of Lancaster hath sayde and declared 
(sauing the reuerence due to the king and his counsell) is a 
lye, and the saide Henrye of Lancaster hath falsely and 
wickedly lyed as a false and disloyall Knyght, and bothe hath 
bene, and is a traitour againste you, your Crowne, royall 
Maiestye, and Realme. 
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'This will I proue and defende as becommeth a loyall 
Knyghte to doe wyth my body againste his : Right deare 
Lord, I beseeche you therefore, and your counsell, that it 
maye please you in your royal discretion, to consider and 
marke, what Henry of Lancaster Duke of Hereforde suche 
a one as he is, hath saide. 

* The King then demaunded of the duke of Norfolk, if these 
were his words, and whether he had any more to say. The 
Duke of Norfolk then answered for himself. Right deare sir, 
true it is, that I haue receyued so much golde to pay your 
people of the town of Callaice, which I haue done, and I do 
auouche that your towne of Callais is aswell kept at your com- 
maundemente as euer it was at any time before, and that 
there neuer hathe bene by any of Callais any complaint made 
vnto you of me. Ryghte deare and my soueraigne Lorde for 
the voiage that I made into Fraunce, aboute your mariage I 
neuer receyued eyther golde or siluer of you, nor yet for the 
voyage that the Duke of Aumarle, and I made into Almaigne, 
where wee spente great treasure : mary true it is, that once I 
laid an ambushe to haue slaine the duke of Lancaster, that there 
sitteth: but neuerthelesse hee hathe pardoned mee thereof, 
and there was good peace made betwixt us^ for the whiche I 
yelde hym harty thankes. 

* This is that whiche I haue to aunswere, and am ready to 
defende my selfe against mine aduersarie, I beeseeche you 
therefore of righte and to haue the bataile against him, in 
ypright iudgement. 

* After this, when the King had communed with his counsell 
a little, hee commaunded the two Dukes to stande forth, that 
their answers might bee hearde. The kyng then caused 
them once againe to bee asked if they woulde agree, and make 
peace togither, and they bothe flatly aunswered that they 
woulde not : and wythall the duke of Herford caste downe his 
gage, and the duke of Norfolk tooke it vp. The king per- 
ceyuing this demeanor betwixte them, sware by S. lohn Bap- 
tist, that he wold neuer seeke to make peace betwixt them 
againe. And therwith sir lo. Bushy in name of the K. and 
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his counselly declared, that th^ king and his counsel! had com- 
maunded, and ordeined, that they shold haue a day of battel!, 
appoynted them, at Couentrie. Here writers disagree about 
the day that was appointed: for some say, it was vpon a 
Monday in August : other vpon S. Lambertes daye, being the 
.xvij. of September: other on the .xj. of Septeml)er: But true 
it is, that the K. assigned them not only the day, but also 
apoynted them lists and 'place for the combate, and there- 
vppon greats preparation was made, as to suche a matter 
apperteined.' (pp. 1098-1100.) 

Holinshed's narrative is here continuous, and supplies the 
material for 

Act I. 8cene III. ' At the time appointed the King came 
to Couentrye, where the two Dukes were readye, according 
to the order prescribed therin, conmiing thither in greate 
arraye, accompanied with the Lords and gentlemen of their 
linages. The king had caused a sumptuous scaffolde or 
theatre, and royal! listes there to be erected and prepared : 
The Sundaye beefore they shoulde fight, after diner the duke 
of Hereforde came to the Kyng (being lodged like a quarter 
of a mile without the towne in a tower that belonged to sir 
Wil. Bagot) to take his leaue of him. The morrow after, 
being the day apointed for the combat about the spring of 
the day came y« duke of Norfolke to the Court to take 
leaue likewise of the King. 

* The Duke of Hereforde armed hym in his tent, that was 
set vp nere to the lists, and the duke of Norfolke putte on 
his armour, betwixte the gate and the barrier of the towne, 
in a beautiful! house, hauing a faire perclois of wood towardes 
the gate, that none might see what was done within the house. 

* The duke of Aumerle that daye being highe Constable of 
Englande, and the duke of Surrey Marshall, placed them- 
selues betwixt them, well armed and apointed, and when they 
sawe their time, they first entred into the listes with a greate 
company of men apparelled in silke sendall, embroudered 
with siluer, both richely, and curiously, euery man hauing a 
tipped stafFe to keepe the fielde in order. 
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' Aboute the houre of Prime came to the barriers of the lists, 
the duke of Hereford, mounted on a white courser, barded 
wyth greene and blewe veluet embroydered sumptuouslye 
wyth Swans and Antelops of gooldsmithes worke, armed at all 
points. The Constable and Marshall came to the barriers, 
demaunding of hym what hee was, hee aunswered I am Henry 
of Lancaster duke of Hereforde, whiche am come hither 
to do my deuoir against Thomas Moubray duke of Norfolke, 
as a traitor vntrue to god, the K. his realme, and me. 
Then incontinently hee sware vpon the holy Euangelistes, 
that his quarrell was true and iuste, and vpon that point hee 
required to enter the lists. 

*Then hee put vp his sworde, which before hee helde 
naked in his hand, and putting down his viser, made a 
crosse on his horse, and with speare in hande, entred into 
the listes, and discended from his horse, and set hym 
downe in a chaire of greene veluet, at the one end of the 
lists, and there reposed hymselfe, abiding the comming of 
his aduersary. Soon after him, entred into the field with 
greate triumph. King Richarde accompanied with all the peares 
of the realme, and in his company was the earle of sainct 
Paule, whiche was come out of Fraunce in post to see this 
chalenge performed. The King had there aboue tenne thou- 
sande men in armour, least some fray or tumult might rise 
amongst his nobles, by quarrelling or partaking. When the 
K. was set in his seate, which was richely hanged and 
adorned : a king at armes made open proclamation, prohibit- 
ing all men in the name of the king, and of the high constable, 
and Marshal, to enterprise or attempte, to approche or 
touche any parte of the listes, vpon paine of death, excepte 
suche as were appointed to order or marshall the fielde. 

* The proclamation ended, an other Herault cried, beholde 
here Henry of Lancaster Duke of Hereforde appellant, whiche 
is entred into the listes royall to do his deuoir againste Thomas 
Mowbray Duke of Norfolke defendant, vpon paine to be 
founde false and recreant. 

* The duke of Norfolke houered on horseback at the entrie 
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of the lists, his horse being barded with crimosen veluet, 
embroudered richly with Lions of siluer and Mulbery trees, 
and when he had made his othe before the constable, and 
Marshall that his quarrell was iust and true, he entred the 
fielde manfully, saying aloude : God aide hym that hath the 
righte, and then hee departed from his horse, and sate hym 
downe in his chaire which was crimsen veluet, courtined aboute 
with white and redde damask. The Lord Marshal viewed 
their speares, to see that they were of equall lengthe, and 
deliuered the one speare hymselfe to the Duke of Hereforde, 
and sent the other vnto the Duke of Norfolke by a Knighte. 
Then the Herrault proclaimed that the trauerses, and chaires 
of the champions shoulde bee remoued, commaunding them 
on the kinges behalfe, to mount on horsebacke and addresse 
themselues to the battaile and combate. The duke of 
Herford was quickly horsed, and closed his bauier, and 
caste his speare into the reste, and when the trumpet sounded 
sette forwarde couragiously towards hys enimy sixe or .vij. 
paces. The duke of Norfolke was not fully set forward, 
when the K. caste downe hys warder, and the Heraultes 
cried, ho, ho. Then the K. caused their spears to be 
taken from them and commaunded them to repaire againe to 
their chaires, where they remayned ,ij. long houres, while 
the K. and his counsell deliberatly consulted what order 
was beste to be had in so weightye a cause. Finally after 
they had deuised, and fully determined what shuld be done 
therin, the Herraultes cried silence, and Syr lohn Bushy the 
kings secretary red the sentence and determination of the 
K. and his counsell, in a long roll, the effect wherof was, 
that Henry duke of Herford should within .xv. dayes depart 
out of the realme, and not to retume before the terme of 
X. yeres were expired, except by the Kyng hee should bee 
repealed again, and this vpon paine of deathe: And that 
Thomas Moubray duke of Norfolke, bycause hee had sowen 
sedition in the realme by his words, should likewise auoid the 
Realme, and neuer to retourne againe into Englande, nor 
approche the borders or confines therof, vpon paine of 
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death, and that the K. would stay the profits of his landes, 
till he had leuied therof suche summes of mony as the duke 
had taken vp of the kings treasurer for the wages of the 
garrison of Calleis, whych were still vnpaide. When these 
judgements were once red, the K. called before him both 
the parties, and made them to sweare that the one shuld 
neuer come in place, where the other was, willingly, nor 
keepe any companye togither in any forrein region, whiche 
othe they bothe receiued humbly, and so wente their waies. 
The Duke of Norfolke departed sorowfiilly out of the realme 
into Aimaine, and at the laste came to Venice, where he 
for thought and melancoly deceased : for he was in. hope as 
writers recorde, that he should haue bene borne out in the 
matter by the K, which when it fell out otherwise, it 
greened hym not a little. The Duke of Hereford tooke 
his leaue of the K. at Eltham, which there released .iiij. 
yeres of hys banishement : So he tooke hys iomey ouer into 
Callais, and from thence went into Fraunce, wher he 
remained.' (pp. iioo, iioi.) 

Act IL Scene I. Mn this meane time, the duke of 
Lancaster departed out of this life at the bishop of Elies place 
in Holbome, and lieth buryed in the cathedrall churche of 
S. Paule in London, on the North side of the highe Aulter, 
by the Lady Blaunche his firste wife. 

' The death of this duke gaue occasion of encreasing more 
hatred in the people of this realm towarde the king, for he 
seased into his handes all the goods that belonged to hym, 
and also receyued all the rents and reuenues of his landes 
whiche ought to haue discended vnto the duke of Hereforde 
by lawfiill inheritaunce, in reuoking his letters patents, which 
he had graunted to him before, by vertue wherof, he might 
make his attomeis generall to sue liuery for hym, of any 
maner of inheritaunces or possessions that myghte from 
thenceforthe fall vnto hym, and that hys homage myghte 
bee respited, wyth making reasonable fine: wherby it was 
euident, that the king ment his vtter vndooing. 

*Thys harde dealing was muche myslyked of all the nobilitie, 
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and cried out against of the meaner sorte : But namely the 
Duke of Yorke was therewyth sore amoued, who before this 
time, had borne things with so pacient a mind as he could, 
though the same touched him very neare, as the death of 
his brother the Duke of Gloucester, the banishment of hys 
nephewe the said duke of Hereford, and other mo iniuries in 
greate number, which for the slippery youth of the king, hee 
passed ouer for the tyme, and did forget aswell as he might.' 

(p. II02.) 

Act II. Scene IV. *In the meane time, he sent the 
Earle of Salisburie ouer into England, to gather a power 
togither,* by help of the Kings friends in Wales, and Cheshire, 
with al speede possible, that they myght bee ready to assist 
hym agaynste the Duke, vpon his first arriuall, for hee meante 
hymselfe to foUowe the Earle, within sixe dayes after. The 
Earle passing ouer into Wales, landed at Conwey, and sente 
foorthe letters to the Kings friends, both in Wales and 
Cheshire, to leauie their people, and to come with all speede 
to assist the King, whose request, with greate desire, and very 
willyng myndes they dyd, hoping to haue found the king 
hymselfe at Conwey, in so muche, that within foure dayes 
space, there were to the number of fortie thousand men 
assembled, ready to march with the King againste his enimies, 
if hee hadde bin there hymselfe in person, but when they 
missed the Kyng, there was a brute spredde among them, 
that the Kyng was surely dead, whyche wrought suche an 
impression, and euill disposition in the myndes of the Welch- 
menne and others, that for any perswasion which the Earle 
of Salisburie mighte vse, they woulde not goe foorth with hym, 
till they sawe the Kyng : onely they were contented to staye 
foureteene dayes, to see if he should come or not, but when 
hee came not within that tearme, they would no longer 
abyde, but scaled and departed away.' (p. 1107.) 

Act m. Scene III. *King Richarde being thus come 
vnto the Castell of Flint, on the Monday, the eyghtenth of 
August, and y® Duke of Hereforde beeyng still aduertised 
from houre to houre by postes, how the Earle of Northum- 
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berlande spedde, the morrowe following bceyng Tuisday, and 
the nintenth of August, he came thither, and mustred hys 
armye before the kings presence, whyche vndoubtedly made a 
passing fayre shewe, beyng very well ordered by the Lorde 
Henry Percye, that was appoynted generall, or rather as wee 
maye call hym, maister of the Campe, vnder the Duke, of 
the whole armye. 

* There were come already to the Castell, before the 
approching of the mayne armie, the Archebyshoppe of 
Caunterburye, the Duke of Aumarle, the Earle of Worcetor, 
and dyuers other. The Archebyshoppe entred fyrste, and 
then followed the other, commyng into the firste warde. 

* The King that was walking aloft on the brayes of the walles, 
to beholde the commyng of the Duke a farre off, myghte see, 
that the Archebyshoppe and the other were come, and as 
hee tooke it to tsdke with him : wherevpon, hee forthwith came 
down vnto them, and beholding that they did theyr due 
reuerence to hym on theyr knees, hee tooke them vp, and 
drawing y® Archebyshop aside from the residue, talked with 
hym a good while, and as it was reported, the Archebyshoppe 
willed him to bee of good comforte, for hee should bee 
assured, not to haue any hurte, as touching his person, but 
hee prophesied not as a Prelate, but as a Pilate, as by the 
sequeale it well appeared. 

* After that the Archbyshoppe hadde now heere at 

Flynt communed with the King, hee departed, and taking his 
horse agayne, rode backe to meete the Duke, who began 
at that presente to approche the Castell, and compassed it 
rounde about, euen downe to the Sea, with his people araunged 
in good and seemely order, at the foote of the mountaynes, 
and then the Earle of Northumberlande passing foorth of the 
Castell to the Duke, talked with him a whyle in sighte of t]ie 
King, being againe got vp to the walles, to take better viewe 
of the armie, beeyng nowe aduaunced within two bowe shootes 
of the Castell, to the small reioycing yee maye bee sure of the 
sorowfuU King. 

* The Earle of Northumberlande, retumyng to the Castell, 
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appoynted to the King to bee sette to dynner, (for hee was 
fasting till then) and after he had dined, the Duke came 
downe to the Castell himselfe, and entred the same all armed, 
hys bassenet onely excepted, and beeing within the firste gate, 
hee stayed there, tyll the Kyng came foorthe of the inner 
parte of the Castell vnto hym. 

* The Kyng accompanyed with the Bishop of Careleill, the 
Earle of Salisburie, and Sir Stephen Scrope Knight, who bare 
the sword before hym, and a fewe other, came foorthe into 
the vtter warde, and sate downe in a place prepared for 
hym: forthwith as the Duke gote sighte of the Kyng, hee 
shewed a reuerente duetie as became him, in bowing his knee, 
and comming foreward, did so likewise the seconde and 
thirde time, till the King tooke him by the hande, and lift him 
vppe, saying, deere Cousin, ye are welcome : the Duke humbly 
thanking him sayde, My soueraigne Lorde and Kyng, the cause 
of my comming at this presente, is (your honour saued,) to 
haue agayne restitution of my person, my landes and heritage, 
through your fauourable licence. 

* The King heerevnto aunswered> deare Cousin, I am ready 
to accomplish your will, so that yee maye enioy all that is 
yours, without exception.* (pp. 1109, mo.) 

Act rv. Scene L After describing the contents of the 
bill of accusation brought forward by Bagot, Holinshed con- 
tinues: * There was also conteyned in the sayde Bill, that 
Bagot had heard the Duke of Aumarle say, that he had leaner 
than twentie thousand pounds that the Duke of Hereforde 
were dead, not for any feare hee had of him, but for the 
trouble and myschiefe that hee was like to procure within 
the realme. 

'After that the Byll had beene read and heard, the Duke of 
Aumarle rose vp and sayde, that as touching the poynts 
conteyned in the bill concerning him, they were vtterly false 
& vntrue, which he would proue with his body, in what 
maner soeuer it should be thought requisit 

* This was on a Thursday being the .xv. of October. 

* On the Saterday next ensuing, . . , .the Lord Fitz Water here- 
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with rose vp, and sayd to the . king, that where the duke of 
Aumarle excuseth himself of the duke of Gloucesters death, 
I say (quoth he) that he was the very cause of his death, and 
so hee appealed him of treason, ofFring by throwing downe 
his hoode as a gage to proue it with his bodie. There were 
.XX. other Lordes also that threw downe their hoodes, as 
pledges to proue y« like matter against the duke of Aumarle. 

* The Duke of Aumarle threwe downe hys hoode to trie it 
agaynst the Lorde Fitz Water, as agaynst him that lyed 
falsly, in that hee charged him with, by that his appeale. 
These gages were deliuered to the Conestable and Marshal 
of England, and the parties put vnder arrest. 

'The duke of Surrey stood vp also agaynst the L. Fitz- 
water, auouching that where he had sayd that the appellants 
were cause of y« duke of Gloucesters death, it was false, for 
they were constreyned to sue the same appeale, in like maner 
as the sayd Lorde Fitz Water was compelled to gyue iudge- 
ment against the duke of Glocester, and the Earle of Arundell, 
so that the suing of the appeale was done by cohertion, and 
if he sayd contrary he lied: and therwith he threw down 
his hood. 

* The Lorde Fitz Water answered herevnto, that he was not 
present in the Parliament house when iudgement was giuen 
against them, and al the Lordes bare witnesse thereof. 

* Morouer, where it was alledged that the duke of Aumarle 
should send two of his seruants vnto Calais, to murther the 
duke of Gloucester, y« sayd duke of Aumarle said, that if the 
duke of Norifolk affyrme it, he lyed falsly, and that he would 
proue with his bodie, throwing downe an other hoode which 
he had borowed. 

'The same was likewise deliuered to the Conestable and 
Marshall of England, and the king licenced the Duke of 
Norffolke to returne, that hee might arraigne his appeale.' 
(pp. II22, 1123.) 

The speech of the Bishop of Carlisle was delivered on the 
Wednesday next after these events, and under the circum- 
stances mentioned in the note on iv. i. 114. The following 
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is Holinshed*s version of it: 'Wherevpon the Bishop of 
Carleil, a man both learned, wise, & stoute of stomacke, 
boldly shewed forth his opinion concerning that demaunde, 
aifyrming that there was none amongst them worthie or 
meete to giue iudgement vpon so noble a prince as king 
Richard was, whom they had taken for their soueraigne and 
liege Lorde, by the space of .xxij. yeares and more, and I 
assure you (sayd he) there is not so ranke a traytor, nor so 
errant a theef, nor yet so cruell a murtherer apprehended or 
deteyned in prison for his offence, but hee shall be brought 
before the lustice to heare his iudgement, aiid ye will pro- 
ceede to the iudgement of an.annoynted K. hearing neither 
his answere nor excuse : and I say, that the duke of Lancaster 
whom ye cal king, hath more trespassed to king Ric. and 
his realme, than king Richard hath done either to him, or 
to vs : for it is manifest and well knowne, that the Duke was 
banished the realme by king Richard and his counsayle, and 
by the iudgement of hys owne father, for the space of tenne 
yeres, for what cause ye know, and yet without licence of 
King Richard, he is returned againe into the Realme, and that 
is worse, hath taken vpon him, the name, tytle, and pre- 
heminence of a King. And therefore I say, that yee haue 
done manifest wrong, to proceede in anye thing agaynst king 
Richarde, without calling him openly to his aunswere and 
defence, 

'As soone as the Bishop had ended this tale, he was attached 
by the Earle Marshal, & committed to warde in the Abbey 
of S. Albons.' (p. 1 1 23.) 

The passages on which the last five scenes of the fifth act 
are founded are quoted in the Notes. 

Our references to other plays of Shakespeare are made to 

the Globe Edition, except in the case of the Notes to the 

Merchant of Venice, separately edited as one of the present 

series. 

W. G. CLARK. 
W. A. WRIGHT. 

Trinitt College, Cambridge, 
Novemb&r, i863. 
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ACT I. 



Scene I. Windsor Castle, 

Enter KiNG Richard, John of Gaunt, luith other Nobles 

and Attendants. 

K. Richard. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour'd Lancaster, 
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son. 
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal. 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear. 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Gaunt, I have, my liege. 

K, Richard, Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded him. 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; 
Or worthily, as a good subject should, lo 

On some known ground of treachery in him? 

B 
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Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that argument, 
On some apparent danger seen in him 
Aim'd at your highness, no inveterate malice. 

K. Richard. Then call them to our presence ; face to face. 
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser and the accused freely speak : 
High-stomach*d are they both and full of ire. 
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Enter BOLINGBROKE and MoWBRAY. 

Bolingbroke. Many years of happy days befal 20 

My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege ! 

Motwbray. Each day still better other's happiness; 
Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap, 
Add an immortal title to your crown ! 

K. Richard. We thank you both : yet one but flatters us, 
As well appeareth by the cause you come ; 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Bolingbroke. First, heaven be the record to my speech ! 
In the devotion of a subject's love, 31 

Tendering the precious safety of my prince. 
And free from other misbegotten hate. 
Come I appellant to this princely presence. 
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee. 
And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak 
My body shall make good upon this earth. 
Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 
Thou art a traitor and a miscreant. 

Too good to be so and too bad to live, 40 

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky. 
The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 
With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat ; 
And wish, so please my sovereign, ere I move. 
What my tongue speaks my right drawn sword may prove. 
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Mowbray. Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal: 
rris not the trial of a woman's war, 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain; 50 

The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this: 
Yet can I not of such tame patience boast 
As to be hush'd and nought at all to say: 
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech; 
Which else would post until it had returned 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood's royalty. 
And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 
I do defy him, and I spit at him; 60 

Call him a slanderous coward and a villain: 
Which to maintain I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were I tied to run afoot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground inhabitable, 
Where ever Englishman durst set his foot. 
Mean time let this defend my loyalty. 
By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 

Boling, Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gage. 
Disclaiming here the kindred of the king, 70 

And lay aside my high blood's royalty. 
Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except. 
If guilty dread have left thee so much strength 
As to take up mine honour's pawn, then stoop: 
By that and all the rites of knighthood else. 
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm. 
What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 

Mowbray, I take it up; and by that sword I swear. 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder, 
I'll answer thee in any fair degree, 80 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial: 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor or unjustly fight ! 

B 2 
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K, Rich, What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray's charge ? 
It must be great that can inherit us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Baling, Look, what 1 speak, my life shall prove it true ; 
That Mowbray hath received eight thousand nobles 
In name of lendings for your highness' soldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd employments, 90 

Like a false traitor and injurious villain. 
Besides I say and will in battle prove. 
Or here or elsewhere to the furthest verge 
That ever -was survey'd by English eye, 
That all the treasons for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land 
Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and spring. 
Further I say and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life to make all this good, 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloucester's death, 100 

Suggest his soon-believing adversaries. 
And consequently, like a traitor coward, 
Sluiced out his innocent soul through streams of blood ; 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries, 
Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth, 
To me for justice and rough chastisement ; 
And, by the glorious worth of my descent, 
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

King Richard. How high a pitch his resolution soars ! 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say'st thou to this? no 

Movjhray, O, let my sovereign turn away his fece 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf, 
Till I have told this slander of his blood, 
How God and good men hate so foul a liar. 

King Richard, Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and ears : 
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir, 
As he is but my father's brother's son, 
Now, by my sceptre's awe, I make a vow. 
Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 120 
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The unstooping firmness of my upright soul: 
He is our subject, Mowbray; so art thou: 
Free speech and fearless I to thee allow. 

Mowbray. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart, 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou llest. 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais 
Disbursed I duly to his highness' soldiers ; 
The other part reserved I by consent. 
For that my sovereign liege was in my debt 
Upon remainder of a dear account, 130 

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen: 
Now swallow down that lie. For Gloucester's death, 
I slew him not; but to my own disgrace 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case. 
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 
The honourable father to my foe. 
Once did I lay an ambush for your life, 
A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul; 
But ere I last received the sacrament 
I did confess it, and exactly begg'd 140 

Your grace's pardon, and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault: as for the rest appeal'd. 
It issues from the rancour of a villain, 
A recreant and most degenerate traitor: 
Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 
And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor's foot, 
To prove myself a loyal gentleman 
Even in the best blood chamber'd in his bosom. 
In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 150 

Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. Richard. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled by me; 
Let 's purge this choler without letting blood : 
This we prescribe, though no physician; 
Deep malice makes too df^ep incision; 
Forget, forgive; conclude and be agreed; 
Our doctors say this is no month to bleed. 
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Good uncfe, let this end where it begun; 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son. 

Gaunt, To be a make-peace shall become my age: 160 
Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk's gage. 

IQng Richard, And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt. When, Harry, when ? 

Obedience bids I should not bid again. 

K. Richard. Norfolk, throw down, we bid ; there is no boot. 

Moeujbray. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot. 
My life thou shalt command, but not my shame: 
The one my duty owes; but my fair name, 
Despite of death that lives upon my grave, 
To dark dishonour's use thou shalt not have. 
I am. disgraced, impeach'd and baffled here, 170 

Pierced to the soul with slander's venom'd spear, 
The which no balm can cure but his heart-blood 
Which breathed this poison. 

^ng Richard. Rage must be withstood : 

Give me his gage: lions make leopards tame. 

Mow. Yea, but not change his spots : take but my shame, 
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord. 
The purest treasure mortal times afford 
Is spotless reputation: that away, 
Men are but gilded loam or painted clay. 
A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest 180 

Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 
Mine honour is my life; both grow in one; 
Take honour from me, j^nd my life is done: 
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try; 
In that I live and for that will I die. 

King Richard. Cousin, throw up your gage ; do you begin. 

BoUngbroke. O, God defend my soul from such deep sin ! 
Shall I seem crest-fall'n in my father's sight? 
Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this out-dared dastard? Ere my tongue 190 

'"Shall wound my honour with such feeble wrong, 
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Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 

The slavish motive of recanting fear, 

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace, 

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's face. 

[Exit Gaunt. 
King Ricifard. We were not born to sue, but to command ; 
Which since we cannot do to make you friends. 
Be ready, as your lives shall answer it, 
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's day; 
There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 200 

The swelling difference of your settled hate : 
Since we can not atone you, we shall see 
Justice design the victor's chivalry. 
Lord marshal, command our officers at arms 
Be ready to direct these home alarms. [Exeunt. 

Scene IL TJi^e Duke of Lancaster's palace. 

Enter JOHN OF GaUNT <with the DuCHESS 

OF Gloucester. 

Gaunt, Alas, the part I had in Woodstock's blood 
Doth more solicit me than your exclaims, 
To stir against the butchers of his life ! 
But since correction lieth in those hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 
Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth. 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads. 

Duchess, Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? 10 

Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 
Were as seven vials of his sacred blood. 
Or seven fair branches springing from one root: 
Some of those seven are dried by nature's course, 
Some of those branches by the Destinies cut ; 
But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloucester, 
One vial full of Edward's sacred blood, 
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One flourishing branch of his most royal root, 

Is crack*d, and all the precious liquor spilt, 

Is hack'd down, aiid his siunmer leaves all faded, 20 

By envy's hand and murder's bloody axe. 

Ah, Gaunt, his blood was thine ! that bed, that womj^ 

That metal, that self-mould, that fashion'd thee 

Made him a man; and though thou livest and breathest, 

Yet art thou slain in him: thou dost consent 

In some large measure to thy father's death, 

In that thou seest thy wretched brother die, 

Who was the. model of thy father's life. 

Call it not patience, Gaunt; it is despair: 

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd, 30 

Thou showest the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching stem murder how to butcher thee: 

That which in mean men we intitle patience 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

What shall I say? to safeguard thine own life. 

The best way is to venge my Gloucester's death. 

Gaunt, God's is the quarrel; for God's substitute, 
His deputy anointed in His sight, 
Hath caused his death : the which if wrongfully. 
Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift 4 o 

An angry arm against His minister. 

Duchess, Where then,, alas, may I complain myself? 

Gaunt, To God, the widow's champion and defence. 

Duchess, Why, then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt. 
Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight: 
O, sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford's spear. 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breast! 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 
Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom, 50 

That they may break his foaming courser's back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 
A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 
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Farewell, old Gaunt: thy sometimes brother's wife 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt, 'Sister, farewell; I must to Coventry: 
As much good stay with thee as go with me! 

Duchess, Yet one word more: grief boundeth where it falls, 
Not with the empty hoUowness, but weight: 
I take my leave before I have begun, 60 

For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 
Commend me to thy brother, Edmund York. 
Lo, this is all : — nay, yet depart not so ; 
Though this be all, do not so quickly go; 
I shall remember more. Bid him — ^ah, what? — 
With all good speed at Plashy visit me. 
Alack, and what shall good old York there see 
But empty lodgings and unfurnished walls, 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones? 

And what hear there for welcome but my groans? 70 

Therefore commend me; let him not come there, 
To seek out sorrow that dwells every where. 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die: 
The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. [Exeunt, 

Scene III. The lists at Coventry, 
Enter the Lord Marshal and the DUKE OF AUMERLE. 

Marshal, My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd? 

Aumerle, Yea, at all points ; and longs to enter in. 

Marshal, The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfuUy and bold. 
Stays but the summons of the appellant's trumpet. 

Aumerle, Why, then, the champions are prepared, and stay 
For nothing but his majesty's approach. 

H^e trumpets sounds and the KiNG enters nvith his nobles, Gaunt, 
Bushy, BaGOT, Green, and others. When they are set, enter 
Mowbray in arms, defendant, (with a Herald, 

King Richard, Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms : 
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Ask him his name and orderly proceed 

To swear him in the justice of his cause. lo 

Mar, In God's name and the king's, say who thou art 
And w^hy thou comest thus knightly clad in arms, 
Against what man thou comest, and what thy quarrel: 
Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thy oath ; 
As so defend thee heaven and thy valour! 

Mo^x), My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk ; 
"Who hither come engaged by my oath — 
Which God defend a knight should violate ! — 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth 

To God, my king and mj succeeding issue, 20 

Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me; 
And, by the grace of God and this mine arm, 
To prove him, in defending of myself, 
A traitor to my God, my king, and me : 
And as I truly fight, defend me heaven! 

The trumpets sound. Enter BOLINGBROKE, appellant, in armour^ 

«with a Herald. 

King Richard, Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms, 
Both who he is and why he cometh hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of war, 
And formally, according to our law, 
Depose him in the justice of his cause. 30 

Mar, What is thy name ? and wherefore comest thou hither, 
Before King Richard in his royal lists ? 
Against whom comest thou? and what's thy quarrel? 
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven! 

Bolingbroke, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derby 
Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms, 
To prove, by God's grace and my body's valour, 
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
That he is a traitor, foul and dangerous, 
To God of heaven, King Richard and to me ; 40 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaven! 
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Marshal. On pain of death, no person be so bold 
Or daring-hardy as to touch the lists, 
Except the marshal and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 

Bolingbroke, Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's hand, 
And bow my knee before his majesty: 
For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage; 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave 50 

And loving farewell of our several friends. 

Marshal. The appellant in all duty greets your highness, 
And craves to kiss your hand and take his leave. 

King Richard. We will descend and fold him in our arms. 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight! 
Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed. 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Bolingbroke, O, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gored with Mowbray's spear: 60 

As confident as is the falcon's flight 
Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 
My loving lord, I take my leave of you; 
Of you, my noble cousin. Lord Aumerle ; 
Not sick, although I have to do with death. 
But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 
Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet 
The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet: 
O thou, the earthly author of my blood, 
Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate, 70 

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my .head. 
Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 
And with thy blessings steel my lance's point. 
That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat, 
And furbish new the name of John a Gaunt, 
Even in the lusty haviour of his son. 

Gaunt. God in thy good cause make thee prosperous! 
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Be swift like lightning in the execution; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 80 

Fall like amazing thunder on the casque 

Of thy adverse pernicious enemy: 

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live. 

Bolinghroke. Mine innocency and Saint George to thrive ! 

Motwbray. However God or fortune cast my lot, 
There lives or dies, true to King Richard's throne, 
A loyal, just and upright gentleman: 
Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage and embrace 
His golden uncontroU'd enfranchisement, 90 

More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. 
Most mighty liege, and my companion peers, 
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years: 
As gentle and as jocund as to jest 
Go I to fight: truth hath a quiet breast. 

King Richard, Farewell, my lord: securely I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 
Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

Marshal, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derby, 100 
Receive thy lance; and God defend the right! 

Bolinghroke, Strong as a tower in hope, I cry amen. 

Mar, Go bear this lance to Thomas, Duke of Norfolk. 

First Herald, Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign and himself, 
On pain to be found false and recreant. 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his king and him; 
And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

Second Herald, Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke 
of Norfolk, no 

On pain to be found false and recreant, 
Both to defend himself and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
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To God, his sovereign and to him disloyal; 
Courageously and with a free desire 
Attending but the signal to begin. 

Marshal, Sound, trumpets; and set forward, combatants. 

[A charge sounded. 
Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down. 

K, Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their spears. 
And both return back to their chairs again: 120 

Withdraw with us: and let the trumpets sound 
While we return these dukes what we decree. 
Draw near, [^ W flourUb, 

And list what with our council we have done. 
For that our kingdom's earth should not be soird 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered; 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of civil wounds plough*d up with neighbours' sword; 
And for we think the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, 130 

With rivad-hating envy, set on you 
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ; 
Which so roused up with boisterous untuned drums, 
With harsh-resounding trumpets' dreadful bray, 
And grating shock of wrathful iron arms, 
Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace 
And make us wade even in our kindred's blood; 
Therefore, we banish you our territories: 
You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life, 140 

Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 
But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Bolingbroke, ' Your will be done : this must my comfort be, 
That sun that warms you here shall shine on me; 
And those his golden beams to you here lent 
Shall point on me and gild my banishment. 

King Richard, Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce: 
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The sly slow hours shall not determinate 150 

The dateless limit of thy dear exile ; 
The hopeless word of 'never to return* 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Mocwbray, A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege, 
And all unlook'd for from your highness' mouth: 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air. 
Have I deserved at your highness' hands. 
The language I have learn'd these forty years, 
My native English, now I must forego: 160 

And now my tongue's use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol or a harp, 
Or like a cunning instrument cased up. 
Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony: 
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue. 
Doubly portcuUis'd with my teeth and lips; 
And dull unfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse, 170 

Too far in years to be a pupil now: 
What is thy sentence then but speechless death. 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 

King Richard, It boots thee not to be compassionate: 
After our sentence plaining comes too late. 

Motwbray, Then thus I turn me from my country's light. 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

King Richard, Return again, and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on our royal sword your banish'd hands; 
Swear by the duty that you owe to God — 180 

Our part therein we banish with yourselves — 
To keep the oath that we administer: 
You never shall, so help you truth and God! 
Embrace each other's love in banishment; 
Nor never look upon each other's face; 
Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 
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This louring tempest of your home-bred hate ; 

Nor never by advised purpose meet 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 

'Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 190 

BoHngbroke, I swear. 

Mo«u)bray. And I, to keep all this. 

BoHngbroke, Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy : — 
By this time, had the king permitted us. 
One of our souls had wander*d in the air, 
Banish'd this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 
As now our flesh is banish*d from this land: 
Confess thy treasons ere thou fly the realm; 
Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty soul. 200 

Mowbray. No, Bolingbroke : if ever I were traitor. 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heaven banish'd as from hence! 
But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know; 
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue. 
Farewell, my liege. Now no way can I stray; 
Save back to England, all the world's my way. {Exit. 

Fang Richard, Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes 
I see thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish'd years 210 

Pluck'd four away. [To Baling.] Six frozen winters spent. 
Return with welcome home from banishment. 

Bolingbroke. How long a time lies in one little word! 
Four lagging winters and four wanton springs 
End in a word: such is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that in regard of me 
He shortens four years of my son's exile: 
But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 
For, ere the six years that he hath to spend 
Can change their moons and bring their times about, 220 
My oil- dried lamp and time-bewasted light 
Shall be extinct with age and endless night; 
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My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 
And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

^ng Richard, Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live. 

Gaunt, But not a minute, king, that thou canst give: 
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow; 
Thou canst help tinie to furrow me with age. 
But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage; 230 

Thy word is current with him for my death. 
But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

^ng Richard, Thy son is banish'd upon good advice. 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave: 
Why at our justice seem'st thou then to lour ? 

Gaunt, Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour. 
You urged me as a judge ; but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 
O, had it been a stranger, not my child. 
To smooth his fault I should have been more mild: 240 
A partial slander sought I to avoid. 
And in the sentence my own life destroy'd. 
Alas, I looked when some of you should say, 
I was too stricr. to make mine own away ; 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue 
Against my will to do myself this wrong. 

IQng Richard, Cousin, farewell ; and, uncle, bid him so : 
Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

\Flourish, Exeunt King Richard and train. 

Aumerle, Cousin, farewell : what presence must not know. 
From where you do remain let paper show. 250 

Marshal, My lord, no leave take I; for I will ride, 
As far as land will let me, by your side. 

Gaunt, O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words. 
That thou retum'st no greeting to thy friends? 

Bolingbroke, I have too few to take my leave of you, 
When the tongue's office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 
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Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 

Bolingbroke, Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 

Gaunt. What is six winters ? they are quickly gone. 260 

BoUng. To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou takest for pleasure. 

Bolingbroke. My heart will sigh when I miscall it so, 
Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Esteem as foil wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home return. 

Bolingbroke. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will but remember me what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 270 

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passages, and in the end. 
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
But that I was a journeyman to grief ? 

Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus; 
There is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not the king did banish thee, 

But thou the king. Woe doth the heavier sit, 280 

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 
Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour 
And not the king exiled thee; or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air 
And thou art flying to a fresher clime : 
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou comest: 
Suppose the singing birds musicians. 
The grass whereon thou tread'st the presence strew'd. 
The flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 290 

Than a delightful measure or a dance; 
For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and sets it light. 

c 
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Bolingbroke, O, who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast ? 
Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer's heat? 
O, no ! the apprehension of the good * 300 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worse: 
Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when he bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

Gaunt, Gome, come, my son, I'll bring thee on thy way : 
Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay. 

BoHng, Then, England's ground, farewell; sweet soil, adieu; 
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet! 
Where'er I wander, boast of this I can. 
Though banish'd, yet a trueborn Englishman. {Exeunt, 

Scene IV. The court. 

Enter the KiNG, <ivitb BagOT and Green at one door; and 
the Duke of Aumerle at another. 

King Richard, We did observe. Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Herefqrd on his way? 

Aumerle. I brought high Hereford, if you call him so, 
But to the next highway, and there I left him. 

K, Rich. And say, what store of parting tears were shed ? 

Aum, Faith, none for me ; except the north-east wind, 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 
Awaked the sleeping rheum, and so by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K, Rich. What said our cousin when you parted with him ? 

Aumerle, * Farewell : ' 11 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such grief 
That words seem'd buried in my sorrow's grave. 
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Marry, would ihe word * farewell* have lengthened hours 
And added years to his short banishment, 
He should have had a volume of farewells ; 
But since it would not, he had none of me. 

King Richard, He is our cousin, cousin; but *tis doubt, 
When time shall call him home from banishment, 21 

Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself and Bushy, Bagot here and Green 
Observed his courtship to the common people; 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy. 
What reverence he did throw away on slaves. 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles 
And patient underbearing of his fortune, 
As 'twere to banish their affects with him. 30 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster- wench ; 
A brace of draymen bid God "Speed him well 
And had the tribute of his supple knee. 
With * Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends;' 
As were our England in reversion his. 
And he our subjects' next degree in hope. 

Green, Well, he is gone ; and with him go these thoughts. 
Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage must be made, my liege, 
Ere further leisure yield them further means 40 

For their advantage and your highness' loss. 

King Richard, We will ourself in person to this war : 
And, for our coffers, with too great a court 
And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light, 
We are inforced to farm our royal realm; 
The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our affairs in hand : if that come short. 
Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters; 
Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich, 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold 50 

And send them after to supply our wants; 
For we will make for Ireland presently. 

c 2 
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Enter BuSHY. 

Bushy, what news? 

Bushy, Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my lord, 
Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post haste 
To entreat your majesty to visit him. 

King Richard, Where lies he? 

Bushy, At Ely House. 

King Richard. Now put it, God, in the physician's mind 
To help him to his grave immediately ! 60 

The lining of his coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. 
Come, gentlemen, let 's all go visit him : 
Pray God we may make haste, and come too late! 

All, Amen, {Exeunt, 

ACT II. 
Scene L Ely House. 
Enter JOHN OF Gaunt sick, <with the DUKE OF YORK, &c. 

Gaunt, Will the king come, that I may breathe my last 
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth? 

Tork, Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your breath ; 
For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt, O, but they say the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony: 
Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in vain, 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in pain. 
He that no more must say is listen*d more . 

Than they whom youth and ease have taught to glose ; 
More are men's ends mark'd than their lives before : 1 1 

The setting sun, and music at the close. 
As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last. 
Writ in remembrance more than things long past : 
Though Richard n^y life's counsel would not hear. 
My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 
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TorA. No; it is stoppM with other flattering sounds, 
As praises, of whose taste the wise are fond, 
Lascivious metres, to whose venom sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen ; ao 

Report of fashions in proud Italy, 
Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after in base imitation. 
Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity — 
So it be new, there 's no respect how vile — 
That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears? 
Then all too late comes counsel to be heard, 
Where will doth mutiny with wit's regard. 
Direct not him whose way himself will choose : 
'Tis breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt thou lose. 30 

Gaunt, Methinks I am a prophet new inspired 
And thus expiring do foretell of him: 
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last, 
For violent fires soon bum out themselves; 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short ; 
He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder: 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant. 
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 
This royal throne of kings, this scepter*d isle, 40 

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradise. 
This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection and the hand of war. 
This happy breed of men, this little world, 
This precious stone set in the silver sea, 
Which serves it in the office of a wall 
Or as a moat defensive to a house. 
Against the envy of less happier lands. 
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 50 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear'd by their breed and famous by their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home. 
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For Christian service and true chivalry, 

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 

Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's Son, 

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land, 

Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it. 

Like to a tenement or pelting farm: 60 

England, bound in with the triumphant sea. 

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame. 

With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds: 

That England, that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 

Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life, 

How happy then were my ensuing death ! 

Enter KiNG RICHARD and QUEEN, AUMERLE, BuSHY, 

Green, Bagot, Ross, and Willoughby. 

Tork, The king is come : deal mildly with his youth ; 
For young hot colts being raged do rage the more. 70 

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster? 
K. Rich. What comfort, man ? how is 't with aged Gaunt ? 

Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composition ! 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 
And who abstains from meat that is not gaunt? 
For sleeping England long time have I watch'd; 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt : 
The pleasure that some fathers feed upon, 
Is my strict fast ; I mean, my children's looks ; 80 

And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt: 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave. 
Whose hollow womb inherits nought but bones. 

K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their names ? 

Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 
I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 
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K. Rich, Should dying men flatter with those that live? 

Gaunt, No, no, men living flatter those that die. 

K, Rich. Thou, now a-dying, say'st thou flatterest me. 

Gaunt, O, no! thou diest, though I the sicker be. 91 

K, Rich, I am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill. 

Gaunt, Now He that made me knows I see thee ill; 
111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 
Thy death-bed is no lesser than thy land 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick; 
And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Commit'st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee : 
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, 100 

Whose compass is no bigger than thy head; 
And yet, incaged in so small a verge, 
The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 
O, had thy grandsire with a prophet's eye 
Seen how his son's son should destroy his sons. 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame, 
Deposing thee before thou wert possess'd, 
Which art possess'd now to depose thyself. 
Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world. 
It were a shame to let this land by lease; no 

But for thy world enjoying but this land. 
Is it not more than shame to shame it so?. 
Landlord of England art thou now, not king: 
Thy state of law is bondslave to the law; 
And thou — 

King Richard, A lunatic lean-witted fool. 
Presuming on an ague's privilege, 
Darest with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood 
With fiiry from his native residence. 

Now, by my seat's right royal majesty, 120 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son, 
. This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent shoulders. 
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Gaunt, O, spare me not, my brother Edward's son, 
For that I was his father Edward's son ; 
That blood ah'eady, Hke the pelican, 
Hast thou tapp'd out and drunkenly caroused: 
My brother Gloucester, plain well-meaning soul. 
Whom fair befal in heaven 'mongst happy souls! 
May be a precedent and witness good 130 

That thou respeet'st not spilling Edward's blood: 
Join with the present sickness that I have; 
And thy unkindness be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too long withered flower. 
Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee ! 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be ! 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave: 
Love they to live that love and honour have. 

[Exit^ borne off' by his Attendants, 

K, Rich, And let them die that age and suUens have; 
For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 140! 

Torki I. do beseech your majesty, impute his words 
To wayward sickliness and age in him: 
He** loves you, on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K. Rich, Right, you say true : as Hereford's love, so his ; 
As theirs, so mine; and all be as it is. 

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND. 

Northumberland, My liege, old Gaunt commends him to 
your majesty. 

King Richard, What says he? 

Northumberland, Nay, nothing; all is said: 

His tongue is now a stringless instrument; 
Words, life and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 150 

Tork, Be York the next that must be bankrupt so ! 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

K, Rich, The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he; 
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be. 
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So much for that. Now for our Irish wars: 

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns, 

Which live like venom where no v^nom else 

But only they have privilege to live. 

And for these great affairs do ask some charge, 

Towards our assistance we do seize to us 160 

The plate, coin, revenues and moveables, 

Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possessed. 

York, How long shall I be patient? ah, how long 
Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong? 
Not Gloucester's death, nor Hereford's banishment. 
Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace. 
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek. 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face. 170 

I am the last of noble Edward's sons. 
Of whom thy father. Prince of Wales, was first : 
In war was never lion raged more fierce. 
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild. 
Than was that yoimg and princely gentleman. 
His face thou hast, for even so look'd he, 
Accomplish'd with the nimiber of thy hours; 
But when he frown'd, it was against the French 
And not against his friends ; his noble hand 
Did win what he did spend and spent not that 180 

Which his triumphant father's hand had won ; 
His hands were guilty of no kindred blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 
O Richard! York is too far gone with grief, 
Or else he never would compare between. 

King Richard, Why, uncle, what 's the matter ? 

Tork, O my liege, 

Pardon me, if you please; if not, I, pleased 
Not to be pardon'd, am content withal. 
Seek you to seize and gripe into your hands 
The royalties and rights of banish'd Hereford? 190 
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Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 

Was not Gaunt just, and is not Harry true? 

Did not the one deserve to have an heir? 

Is not his heir a well-deserving son ? 

Take Hereford's rights away, and take from Time 

His charters and his customary rights; 

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day; 

Be not thyself; for how art thou a king 

But by fair sequence and succession? 

Now, afore God — God forbid I say true! — 200 

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights. 

Call in the letters patents that he hath 

By his attorneys-general to sue 

His livery, and deny his offer'd homage, 

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head. 

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts 

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 

Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

K, Rich, Think what you will, we seize into our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money and his lands. 210 

Tork, I'll not be by the while: my liege, farewell: 
What will ensue hereof, there's none can tell; 
But by bad courses may be understood 
That their events can never fall out good. [Exit^ 

K. Rich, Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire straight : 
Bid him repair to us to Ely House 
To see this business. To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland; and 'tis time, I trow: 
And we create, in absence of ourself. 

Our uncle York lord governor of England ; 220 

For he is just and always loved us well. 
Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part; 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. 

[Flourish, Exeunt King, Queen, Aumerie, 

Bushy, Green, and Bagot. 

North. Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is dead. 

Ross, And living too; for now his son is duke. 
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Willoughby, Barely in title, not in revenue. 
Northumberland, Richly in both, if justice had her right. 
Koss, My heart is great ; but it must break with silence, 
Ere't be disburden'd with a liberal tongue. 

North, Nay, speak 'thy mind; and let him ne'er speak 
more 230 

That speaks thy words again to do thee harm ! 

Willoughby, Tends that thou wouldst speak to the Duke 
of Hereford? 
If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

Koss, No good at all that I can do for him; 
Unless you call it good to pity him, 
Bereft and spoiled of his patrimony. 

North, Now, afore God, 'tis shame such wrongs are borne 
In him, a royal prince, and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 240 

The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers; and what they will inform, 
Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all. 
That will the king severely prosecute 
'Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 

Ross, The commons hath he pill'd with grievous taxes, 
And quite lost their hearts: the nobles hath he fined 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Willoughby, And daily new exactions are devised, 
As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what: 250 

But what, o' God's name, doth become of this ? 

North, Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he hath not, 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his noble ancestors achieved with blows: 
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 

Ross, The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm. 
Willo, The king 's grown bankrupt, like a broken man. 
North, Reproach and dissolution hangeth over him. 
Ross, He hath not money for these Irish wars, 
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His burthenous taxations notwithstanding, 260 

But by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

North. His noble kinsman: most degenerate king! 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing, 
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm; 
We see the wind sit sore upon our sails. 
And yet we strike not, but securely perish. 

Ross, We see the very wreck that we must suffer; 
And unavoided is the danger now, 
For suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North, Not so; even through the hollow eyes of death 
I spy life peering; but I dare not say 271 

How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wtllo, Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland: 
We three are but thyself; and, speaking so. 
Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold. 

North. Then thus: I have from Port le Blanc, a bay 
In Brittany, received intelligence 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainold Lord Cobham, 

280 

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother. Archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston, 

Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton and Francis Quoint, 

All these well fumish'd by the Duke of Bretagne 

With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war, 

Are making hither with all due expedience 

And shortly mean to touch our northern shore: 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay 

The first departing of the king for Ireland. 290 

If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke. 

Imp out our drooping country's broken wing. 

Redeem from broking pawn the blemish'd crown. 

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre's gilt 

And make high majesty look like itself, 

Away with me in post to Ravenspurgh; 
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But if you faint, as fearing to do so. 
Stay and be secret, and myself will go. 

Rojj. To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to them that fear. 

fVillo. Hold out my horse, and I will first be there. 300 

[Exeunt. 

Scene II. Windsor Castle. 
Enter QUEEN, BuSHY, and Bagot. 

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad: 
You promised, when you parted with the king. 
To' lay aside life-harming heaviness 
And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Queen. To please the king I did ; to please myself 
I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief, 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard : yet again, methinks. 
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb, 10 

Is coming towards me, and my inward soul 
With nothing trembles: at some thing it grieves. 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows. 
Which shows like grief itself, but is not so; 
For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears. 
Divides one thing entire to many objects; 
Like perspectives, which rightly gazed upon 
Show nothing but confnsion, eyed awry 
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty, 20 

Looking awry upon your lord's departure. 
Find shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail; 
Which, look'd on as it is, is nought but shadows 
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen. 
More than your lord's departure weep not : more 's not seen ; 
Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow's eye, 
Which for things true weeps things imaginary. 

Queen. It may be so; but yet my inward soul 
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Persuades me it is otherwise : howe'er it be, 

I cannot but be sad; so heavy sad 30 

As, though on thinking on no thought I think, 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 

Busty, 'Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 

Queen, *Tis nothing less: conceit is still derived 
From some forefather grief; mine is not so, 
For nothing hath begot my something grief; 
Or something hath the nothing that I grieve: 
*Tis in reversion that I do possess; 
But what it is, that is not yet known; what 
I cannot name; 'tis nameless woe, I wot. 40 

Enter GREEN. 

Green, God save your majesty ! and well met, gentlemen : 
I hope the king is not yet shipped for Ireland. 

Queen, Why hopest thou so? 'tis better hope he is; 
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope : 
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp'd? 

Green, That he, our hope, might have retired his power, 
And driven into despair an enemy's hope. 
Who strongly hath set footing in this land: 
The banish'd Bolirigbroke repeals himself. 
And with uplifted arms is safe arrived 50 

At Ravenspurgh. 

Queen, Now God in heaven forbid! 

Green, Ah, madam, 'tis too true: and that is worse, 
The Lord Northumberland, his son young Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 

Busby, Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland 
And all the rest revolted faction traitors? 

Green, We have : whereupon the Earl of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resign'd his stewardship. 
And all the household servants fled with him 60 

To Bolingbroke. 
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Queen, So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe, 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir: 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy, 
And I, a gasping new-deliver'd mother, 
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join*d. 

Biuhy, Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder me? 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope: he is a flatterer, 
A parasite, a keeper back of death, 70 

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter YORK. 

Green. Here comes the Duke of York. 

Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck : 
O, fiill of careful business are his looks ! 
Uncle, for God's sake, speak comfortable words. 

Tork. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts: 
Comfort's in heaven ; and we are on the earth. 
Where nothing lives but crosses, cares and grief. 
Your husband, he is gone to save far off, 80 

Whilst others come to make him lose at home: 
Here am I left to underprop his land. 
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself: 
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made; 
Now shall he try his friends that flatter'd him. 

Enter a Servant. 
Servant. My lord, your son was gone before I came. 

Tork, He was ? Why, so ! go all which way it will I 
The nobles they are fled, the commons they are cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side. 
Sirrah, get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloucester; 90 

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound: 
Hold, take my ring. 
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Servant, My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship, 
To-day, as I came by, I called there ; 
But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 

Tork. What is't, knave? 

Servant. An hour before I came, the duchess died. 

TorJ^. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once! 
I know not what to do: I would to God, loo 

So my untruth had not provoked him to it. 
The king had cut off my head with my brother's. 
"What, are there no posts dispatch'd for Ireland ? 
How shall we do for money for these wars? 
Come, sister, — cousin, I would say, — pray, pardon me. 
Go, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts 
And bring away the armour that is there. [Exit Servant. 
Gentlemen, will you go muster men? 
If I know how or which way to order these affairs 
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, no 

Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen : 
The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other again 
Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wronged, 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, somewhat we must do. Come, cousin, I'll 
Dispose of you. 

Gentlemen, go, muster up your men, 
And meet me presently at Berkeley. 

I should to Plashy too; 120 

But time will not permit: all is uneven, 
And every thing is left at six and seven. 

[Exeunt Tori and Queen. 

Busby. The wind sits fair for news for Ireland, 
But none returns. For us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy 
Is all unpossible. 

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in love 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 
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Bagot, And that 's the wavering commons : for their love 
Lies in their purses, and whoso empties them 130 

By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bushy, Wherein the king stands generally condemned. 

Bagot. If judgement lie in them, then so do we. 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green. Well, I will for refuge straight to Bristol castle: 
The Earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy. Thither will I with you; for little office 
The hateful commons will perform for us. 
Except like curs to tear us all to pieces. 
Will you go along with us? 140 

Bagot. No; I will to Ireland to his majesty. 
Farewell : if heart's presages be not vain, 
We three here part that ne'er shall meet again. 

Bushy. That's as York thrives to beat back Bolingbroke. 

Green, Alas, poor duke! the task he undertakes 
Is numbering sands and drinking oceans dry: 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 
Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever. 

Busby. Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot. I fear me, never. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene III. Wilds in Gloucestershire, 

Enter BOLINGBROKE and NORTHUMBERLAND, with Forces. 

Bolingbroke^ How far is it, my lord, to Berkeley now? 

Northumberland, Believe me, noble lord, 
I am a stranger here in Gloucestershire: 
These high wild hills and rough uneven ways 
Draws out our miles, and makes them wearisome; 
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar, 
Making the? hard way sweet and delectable. 
But I bethink me what a weary way 
From Ravenspurgh to Cotswc^d will be found 

D 
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In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company, lo 

Which, I protest, hath very much beguiled 

The tediousness and process of my travel: 

But theirs is sweetened with the hope to have 

The present benefit which I possess; 

And hope to joy is little less in joy 

Than hope enjoy'd: by this the weary lords 

Shall make their way seem short, as mine hath done 

By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

BoUngbroke, Of much less value is my company 
Than your good words. But who comes here? 20 

Enter HENRY Percy. 

Northumberland, It is my son, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. 
Harry, how fares your uncle ? [you* 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learn'd his health of 
Northumberland, Why, is he not with the queen? 

Percy, No, my good lord; he hath forsook the court, 
Broken his staff of office and dispersed 
The household of the king. 

Northumberland, What was his reason? 

He was not so resolved when last we spake together. 

Percy, Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor. 30 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurgh, 
To offer service to the Duke of Hereford, 
And sent me over by Berkeley, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied there ; 
Then with directions to repair to Ravenspurgh. 

North, Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, boy? 

Perty. No, my good lord, for that is not forgot 
Which ne'er I did remember: to my knowledge, 
I never in my life did look on him. 

North, Then learn to know him now; this is the duke. 
Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my service, 41 
Such as it is, being tender, raw and young; 
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"Which elder days shall ripen and confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

BoHngbroke, I thank thee, gentle Percy; and be sure 
• I count myself in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering my good friends; 
And, as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
It shall be still thy true love's recompense: 
My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it. 50 

North, How far is it to Berkeley? and what stir 
Keeps good old York there with his men of war? 

Percy, There stands the castle, by yon tuft of trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard; 
And in it are the Lords of York, Berkeley, and Seymour ; 
None else of name and noble estimate. 

Enter RoSS and WiLLOUGHBY. 

North, Here come the Lords of Ross and Willoughby, 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 

BoHngbroke, Welcome, my lords. I wot your love pursues- 
A banish'd traitor: all my treasury 60 

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which more enrich'd 
Shall be your love and labour's recompense. 

Ross, Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord. 

Willoughby, And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 

Boling, Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the poor ', 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years. 
Stands for my bounty. But who comes here? 

Enter Berkeley. 

Northumberland. It is my Lord of Berkeley, as I guess. 

Berk, My Lord of Hereford, my message is to you. 

BoHngbroke, My lord, my answer is to * Lancaster;' 70 
And I am come to seek that name in England; 
And I must find that title in your tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you say* 

D 2 
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Berk, Mistake me not> my lord ; /tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out: 
To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will, 
From the most gracious regent of this land, 
The Duke of York> to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time 
And fright our native peace with self-born arms. 80 

Enter YORK attended, 

Bol'mg, I shall not need transport my words by you ; 
Here comes his grace in person. 

My noble uncle! [Kneels, 

Tork, Show me thy himible heart, and not thy knee. 
Whose duty is deceiveable and fdse. 

BoUngbroke, My gracious uncle — 

Tork, Tut, tut ! 
Grace me no grace, nor uncle rae no uncle: 
I am no traitor's uncle; and that word 'grace' 
In an ungracious mouth is but profane. 
Why have those banish'd and forbidden legs 90 

Dared once to touch a dust of England's ground ? 
But then more 'why?' why have diey dared to march 
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom. 
Frighting her pale-faced villages with war 
And ostentation of despised arms? 
Comest thoa because the anointed king is hence ? 
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind, 
And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth 
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself 100 

Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men. 
From forth the ranks of many thousand French,^ 
O, then how quickly should this arm of mine. 
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee 
And minister correction to thy fault! 

BoUngbroke, M7 gracious uncle, let me know my fault : 
On what condition stands it and wherein? 
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York. Even in condition of the worst degree, 
In gross rebellion and detested treason: 
Thou art a banish'd man, and here art come no 

Before the expiration of thy time, 
In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Boling, As I was banish'd, I was banish'd Hereford; 
But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye: 
You are my father, f<M* methinks in you 
I see old Gaunt alive; O, then, my father, 
Will you permit that I shall stand condemn^ 
A wandering vagabond; my rights and royalties 120 

Pluck*d from my arms perforce and given away 
To upstart unthrifts? Wherefore was I bom? 
If that my cousin king be King of England, 
It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster. 
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble cousin; 
Had you first died, and he been thus trod down, 
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father. 
To rouse his wrongs and chase them to the bay. 
I am denied to sue my livery here, 

And yet my letters-patents give me leave: 130 

My father's goods are all distrain'd and sold. 
And these and all are all amiss employed. 
What would you have me do? I am a subject, 
*And I challenge law: attorneys are denied me; 
And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North, The noble duke hath been too much abused. 

Ross. It stands yoiu* grace upon to do him right, 

JViUoughby. Base men by his endowments are made great. 

Tork. My lords of England, let me tell you this : 140 
I have had feeling of my cousin's wrongs 
And laboured all I could to do him right; 
But in this kind to come, in braving arms, 
Be his own carver and cut out his way, 
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To find out right with wrong, it may not be; 
And you that do abet him in this kind 
Cherish rebellion and are rebels all. 

North, The noble duke hath sworn his coming is 
But for his own; and for the right of that 
We all have strongly sworn to give him aid; 150 

And let him ne'er see joy that breaks that oath ! 

Tork, Well, well, I see the issue of these arms : 
I cannot mend it, I must needs confess, 
Because my power is weak and all ill left: 
But if I could, by Him that gave me life, 
I would attach you all and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 
But since I cannot, be it known to you 
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ; 
Unless you please to enter in the castle 160 

And there repose you for this night. 

Bolingbroke, An offer, uncle, that we will accept: 
But we must win your grace to go with us 
To Bristol castle, which they say is held 
By Bushy, Bagot and their complices. 
The caterpillars of the commonwealth, 
Which I have sworn to weed and pluck away. 

Tork, It may be I will go with you : but yet I *11 pause ; 
For I am loath to break our country's laws. 
Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are: 170 

Things past redress are now with me past care. [Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Conway, 
Enter Salisbury and a Welsh Captain. 

Captain, My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay'd ten days. 
And hardly kept our countrymen together. 
And yet we hear no tidings from the king; 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves: farewell. 

Salisbury, Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman : 
The king reposeth all his confidence in thee. 

Captain, 'Tis thought the king is dead ; we will not stay. 
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The bay-trees in our country are all wither'd 

And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 

The pale-faced moon looks bloody on the earth lo 

And lean-look*d prophets whisper fearful change; 

Rich men look sad and ruffians dance and leap, 

The one in fear to lose what they enjoy, 

The other to enjoy by rage and war: 

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. 

Farewell: our countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well assured Richard their king is dead. [Exit. 

Salisbury. Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy mind 
I see thy glory like a shooting star 

Fall to the base earth from the firmament. 20 

Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 
Witnessing storms to come, woe and unrest: 
Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes. 
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. Bristol, Before the castle. 

Enter BoLiNGBROKE, YORK, Northumberland, Ross, Percy 

WiLLOUGHBY, <witb BuSHY and Green, prisoners. 

Bolingbroke, Bring forth these men. 
Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls — 
Since presently your souls must part your bodies — 
With too much urging your pernicious lives, 
For 'twere no charity; yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men 
I will unfold some causes of your deaths. 
You have misled a prince, a royal king, 
A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments. 
By you unhappied and disfigured clean: 10 

You have in manner with your sinful hours 
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him. 
Broke the possession of a royal bed 
And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks 
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With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 

Myself, a prince by fortune of my birth, 

Near to the king in blood, and near in love 

Till you did make him misinterpret me, 

Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries. 

And sjgh*d my English breath in foreign clouds, 20 

Eating the bitter bread of banishment; 

Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 

Dispark*d my parks and fellM my forest woods. 

From my own windows torn my household coat, 

Razed out my imprese, leaving me no sign, 

Save men's opinions and my living blood, 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This and much more, much more Uian twice all this. 

Condemns you to the death. See them delivered over 

To execution and the hand of death. 36 

Bushy, More welcome is the stroke of death to me 
Than Bolingbroke to England. Lords, farewell. 

Green. My comfort is that heaven will take our souls 
And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 

BoHng, My Lord Northumberland, see them dispatched. 
[Exeunt Northumberland and others, <with the prisoners. 
Uncle, you say the queen is at your house; 
For God's sake, fairly let her be entreated: 
Tell her I send to her my kind commends; 
Take special care my greetings be delivered. 

Tork, A gentleman of mine I have dispatch'd 40 

With letters of your love to her at large. 

Bolingbroke, Thanks, gentle uncle. Come, lords, away, 
To fight with Glendower and his complices: 
Awhile to work, and after holiday. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. The coast of Wales, A castle in vieeiv. 

Drums: Nourish and colours. Enter KiNG RiCHARD, the BiSHOP 
OF Carlisle, Aumerle, and Soldiers, 

King Richard, Barkloughly castle call they this at hand 2 
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Aumerle. Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace the air, 
After your late tossing on the breaking seas? 

King Richard. Needs must I like it well : I weep for joy 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. 
Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand. 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses* hoofs: 
As a long-parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in meeting, 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 10 

And do thee favours with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous sense ; 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom. 
And heavy-gaited toads lie in their way. 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee: 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies; 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower. 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder 20 

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords: 
This earth shall have a feeling and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion's arms. 

Car. Fear not, my lord : that Power that made you king 
Hath power to keep you king in spite of all. 
The means that heaven yields must be embraced. 
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would, 30 

And we will not, heaven's offer we refuse. 
The profFer'd means of succour and redress. 

Aumerle. He means, my lord, that we are too remiss; 
Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security. 
Grows strong and great in substance and in power. 

Kang Richard. Discomfortable cousin! know'st thou not 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid. 
Behind the globe, that lights the lower world, 
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Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen 

In murders and in outrage, boldly here ; 40 

But when from under this terrestrial ball 

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines 

And darts his light through every guilty hole, 

Then murders, treasons and detested sins, 

The cloak of night being pluck*d from off their backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves? 

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, 

Who all this while hath revelFd in the night 

Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes. 

Shall see us rising in our throne, the east, 50 

His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But self-aifrighted tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 

Can wash the balm off from an anointed king ; 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 

The deputy elected by the Lord: 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press*d 

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 60 

A glorious angel : then, if angels fight. 

Weak men must fall, for heaven still guards the right. 

Enter SALISBURY. 

Welcome, my lord ; how far off lies your power ? 

Salisbury, Nor near nor farther off, my gracious lord. 
Than this weak arm: discomfort guides my tongue 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 
One day too late, I fear me, noble lord, 
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 
O, call back yesterday, bid time return, 
And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men ! 70 

To-day, to-day, imhappy day, too late. 
Overthrows thy joys, friends, fortune and thy state : 
For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead. 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed and fled ; 
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Aumerle. Comfort, my liege : why looks your grace so pale? 

K. Rich. But now the blood of twenty thousand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled; 
And, till so much blood thither come again, 
Have I not reason to look pale and dead? 
All souls that will be safe fly from my side, 80 

For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

Aumerle. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are. 

King Richard. I had forgot myself: am I not king ? 
Awake, thou coward majesty ! thou sleepest. 
Is not the king's name twenty thousand names ? 
Arm, arm, my name! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. Look not to the ground, 
Ye favourites of a king: are we not high? 
High be our thoughts: I know my uncle York 89 

Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who comes here ? 

Enter SCROOP. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liege 
Than can my care-tuned tongue deliver him! 

K. Rich. Mine ear is open and my heart prepared: 
The Xvorst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom lost? why, 'twas my care; 
And what loss is it to be rid of care ? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we? 
Greater he shall not be ; if he serve God, 
We'll serve Him too and be his fellow so: 
Revolt our subjects? that we cannot mend ; 100 

They break their faith to God as well as us: 
Cry woe, destruction, ruin and decay; 
The worst is death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I that your highness is so arm'd 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 
Like an unseasonable stormy day. 
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores. 
As if the world were all dissolved to tears. 
So high above his limits swells the rage 
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Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land no 

With hard bright steel and hearts harder than steel. 

White-beards have arm'd their thin and hairless scalps 

Against thy majesty; boys, with women's voices, 

Strive to speak big and clap their female joints 

In stiif unwieldy arms against thy crown : 

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 

Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills 

Against thy seat: both young and old rebel, 

And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 120 

IDng Richard. Too well, too well thou tell'st a tale so ill. 
Where is the Earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot? 
What is become of Bushy? where is Green? 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps? 
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it : 
I warrant they have made peace with Bolingbroke. 

Scroop, Peace have they made with him indeed, my lord. 

K. Rich, O villains, vipers, damn*d without redemption ! 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man! 130 

Snakes, in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting my heart ! 
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war 
Upon their spotted souls for this oflfence! 

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his property. 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate: 
Again uncurse their souls; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands: those whom you curse 
Have felt the worst of death's destroying wound 
And lie full low, graved in the hollow ground. 140 

Aumerle. Is Bushy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltshire dead ? 

Scroop, Ay, all of them at Bristol lost their heads. 

Aumerle. Where is the duke my father with his power ? 

K. Rich. No matter where ; of comfort no man speak : 
Let's talk of graves, of worms and epitaphs; 
Make dust our paper and with rainy eyes 
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Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth, 

Let *s choose executors and talk of wills : 

And yet not so, for what can we bequeath 

Save our deposed bodies to the ground? 150 

Our lands, our lives and all are Bolingbroke's, 

And nothing can we call our own but death 

And that small model of the barren earth 

Which serves as paste and cover to our bones< 

For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground 

And tell sad stories of the death of kings : 

How some have been deposed; some slain in war; 

Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed; 

Some poison'd by their wives; some sleeping kill'd; 

All murder'd: for within the hollow crown 160 

That rounds the mortal temples of a king 

Keeps Death his court and there the antic sits, 

Scoffing his state and grinning at his pomp, 

Allowing him a breath, a little scene. 

To monarchize, be fear'd and kill with looks, 

Infusing him with self and vain conceit, 

As if this flesh which walls about our life 

Were brass impregnable, and humour'd thus 

Comes at the last and with a little pin 

Bores through his castle wall, and farewell king! 170 

Cover your heads and mock not flesh and blood 

With solemn reverence: throw away respect, 

Tradition, form and ceremonious duty. 

For you have but mistook me all this while : 

r live with bread like you, feel want, 

Taste grief, need friends : subjected thus. 

How can you say to me, T am a king ? 

Carlisle, My lord, wise ncien ne'er sit and wail their woes. 
But presently prevent the ways to wail. 
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength, 180 

Gives in your weakness strength unto your foe. 
And so your follies fight against yourself. 
Fear, and be slain; no worse can come to fight: 



■^ 
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And fight and die is death destroying death; 
Where fearing dying pays death servile breath. 

Aumerle, My father hath a power; inquire of him, 
And learn to make a body of a limb. , 

K, Rich, Thou chidest me well : proud Bolingbroke, I come 
To change blows with thee for our day of doom. \ 

This ague fit of fear is over-blown ; 190 

An easy task it is to win our own. 
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky 
The state and inclination of the day: I 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye, 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 
I play the torturer, by small and small 

To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken: j 

Your uncle York is join'd with Bolingbroke, 200 1 

And all your northern castles yielded up, ] 

And all your southern gentlemen in arms | 

Upon his party. ' 

King Richard, Thou hast said enough. 
Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth \To Aumerle.. j 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair ! 1 

What say you now? what comfort have we no\y? 1 

By heaven, TU hate him everlastingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Flint castle: there Til pine away; 
A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey. 210 

That power I have, discharge; and let them go 
To ear the land that hath some hope to grow, 
For I have none : let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Aumerle, My liege, one word. 

King Richard. . He does me double wrong 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Discharge my followers : let them hence away. 
From Richard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day. [Exeunt. 
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Scene III. WaUj, Before Flint castle. 

Enter, <ivith drum and colours, BOLINGBROKE, YORK, 
Northumberland, Attendants, and Forces, 

Bolingbroke, So that by this intelligence we learn 
The Welshmen are dispersed, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed. 
With some few private friends upon this coast. 

North. The news is very fair and good, my lord: 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 

Tork, It would beseem the Lord Northumberland 
To say 'King Richard:' alack the heavy day 
When such a sacred king should hide his head. 

Northumberland, Your grace mistakes; only to be brief, 
Left I his title out. 

Tork, The time hath been, ii 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you, 
For taking so the head, your whole head's length. 

Bolingbroke, Mistake not, uncle, further than you should. 

Tork, Take not, good cousin, further than you should, 
Lest you mistake the heavens are o'er our heads. 

Bolingbroke, I know it, uncle, and oppose not myself 
Against their will. But who comes here? 

Enter PERCY. 

Welcome, Harry: what, will not this castle yield? 20 

Percy, The castle royally is mann'd, my lord, 
Against thy entrance. 

Bolingbroke, Royally ! 
Why, it contains no king? 

Percy. Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain a king; King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and stone : 
And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop, besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence ; who, I cannot learn. 
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Northumberland. O, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Bolingbroke. Noble lords, 31 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 
Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parley 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver: 
Henry Bolingbroke 

On both his knees doth kiss King Richard's hand 
And sends allegiance and true faith of heart 
To his most royal person, hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power, 
Provided' that my banishment repeal'd 40 

And lands restored again be freely granted: 
If not, I *11 use the advantage of my power 
And lay the summer's dust with showers of blood 
Rain'd from the wounds of slaughter'd Englishmen: 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap gf fair King Richard's land. 
My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 
Go, signify as much, while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. 50 

Let's march without the noise of threatening drum. 
That from this castle's tatter'd battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perused- 
Methinks King Richard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
of fire and water, when their thundering shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 
Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water: 
The rage be his, whilst on the earth I rain 
My waters; on the earth, and not on him. 60 

March on, and mark King Riqhard how he looks. 

Parle twitbout, and ammier tuuithin. Then a Jloierisb, Enter 
on the <wallj, King Richard, tife Bishop of Carlisle, 
AuMERLE, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

See, see, King Richard doth himself appear. 
As doth the blushing discontented sun 
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From out the fiery portal of the east, 
When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. 

Tork, Yet looks he like a king: behold, his eye, 
As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty: alack, alack, for woe, 70 

That any harm should stain so fair a show! 

K, Rich. We are amazed; and thus long have we stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [To North, 

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king: 
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence? 
If we be not, show, us the hand of God 
That hath dismiss'd us from our stewardship; 
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 80 

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 
And though you think that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their souls by turning them from us. 
And we are barren and bereft of friends; 
Yet know, my master, God omnipotent. 
Is mustering in his clouds on our behalf 
Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn and unbegot, 
That lift your vassal hands against my head 
And threat the glory of my precious crown. 90 

Tell Bolingbroke — ^for yond methinks he stands — 
That every stride he makes upon my land 
Is dangerous treason: he is come to open 
The purple testament of bleeding war ; 
But ere the crown he looks for live in peace, 
Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers' sons 
Shall iU become the flower of England's face, 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To scarlet indignation and bedew 

Her pasture^' grass with faithful English blood. 100 

E 
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North. The king of heaven forbid our lord the king 
Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
Be rush'd upon! Thy thrice noble cousin 
Harry Bolingbroke doth humbly kiss thy hand; 
And by the honourable tomb he swears. 
That stands upon your royal grandsire's bones, 
And by the royalties of both your bloods, 
Currents that spring from one most gracious head. 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himself, no 

Comprising all that may be sworn or said. 
His coming hither hath no further scope 
Than for his lineal royalties and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees: 
Which on thy royal party granted once. 
His glittering arms he will commend to rust. 
His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just; 
And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 120 

King Richard, Northumberland, say thus the king returns : 
His noble cousin is right welcome hither; 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplished without contradiction: 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We do debase ourselves, cousin, do we not, [To Aumerle, 
To look so poorly and to speak so fair? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die? 130 

Aumerle. No, good my lord; let's fight with gentle words 
Till time lend friends and friends their helpful swords. 

K. Rich. O God, O God ! that e'er this tongue of mine, 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth] O that I were as great 
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As is my grief, or lesser than my name ! 

Or that I could forget what I have been, 

Or not remember what I must be now! 

Swell'st thou, proud heart? 1*11 give thee scope to beat, 

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 141 

Aumerle, Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. 

JT. Rich, What must the king do now? must he submit? 
The king shall do it: must he be deposed? 
The king shall be contented: must he lose 
The name of king ? o' God's name, let it go : 
ru give my jewels for a set of beads, 
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage, 
My gay apparel for an almsman's gown. 
My figured goblets for a dish of wood, 15Q 

My sceptre for a palmer's walking-staif. 
My subjects for a pair of carved saints 
And my large kingdom for a little grave, 
A little little grave, an obscure grave; 
Or I'll be buried in the king's highway, 
Some way of conmion trade, where subjects' feet 
May hourly trample on their sovereign's head; 
For on my heart they tread now whilst I live ; 
And buried once, why not upon my head? 
Aumerle, thou weep'st, my tender-hearted cousin! 160 

We'll make foul weather with despised tears; 
Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer com, 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 
Or shall we play the wantons with our woes. 
And make some pretty match with shedding tears? 
As thus, to drop them still upon one place. 
Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth; and, therein laid, — there lies 
Two kinsmen digg'd their graves with weeping eyes. 
Would not this ill do well? Well, well, I see 170 

I talk but idly, and you laugb at me. 
Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What says King Bolingbroke? will his majesty 

£ 2 
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Give Richard leave to live till Richard die? 
You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay. 

North. My lord, in the base court he doth attend 
To speak with, you ; may it please you to come down. 

K. Rich. Down, down I come; like glistering Phaethon, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 
In the base court ? Base court, where kings grow base, 
To come at traitors' calls and do them grace. i8i 

In the base court? Come down ? Down, court ! down, king ! 
For night-owls shriek where mounting larks should sing. 

[Exeunt from abo/ve, 

Boltng^ What says his majesty? 

Northumberland. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man: 
Yet he is come. 

Enter KiNG RiCHARD and his Attendants below. 

Bolingbroke. Stand all apart, 
And show fair duty to his majesty. \He kneels down. 

My gracious lord,-^ 

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely knee 190 
To make the base earth proud with kissing it: 
Me rather had my heart might feel your love 
Than my unpleased eye see your courtesy. 
Up, cousin, up; your heart is up, I know, 
Thus high at least, although your knee be low. 

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 

K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 

Bolingbroke! So far be mine, my most redoubted lord, 
As my true service shall deserve your love. 

K. Rich. Well you deserve: they well deserve to have, 
That know the strong'st and surest way to get. 201 

Uncle, give me your hands: nay, dry your eyes; 
Tears show their love, but want their remedies. 
Cousin, I am too young to be your father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
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What you will have, 1*11 give, and willing too; 
For do we must what force will have us do. 
Set on towards London, cousin, is it so? 

Bolingbroke, Yea, my good lord. 

King Ekbard, Then I must not say no. 

\Flourtsb. Exeunt, 

Scene IV. Langley. The DURE OF YORK'S garden. 
Enter the QUEEN and two Ladies. 

Queen. What sport shall we devise here in this garden. 
To drive away the heavy thought of care ? 

Lady. Madam, we'll play at bowls. 

Queen. 'Twill make me think the world is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runs against the bias. 

Lady, Madam, we'll dance. 

Queen, My legs can keep no measure in delight, 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief: 
Therefore, no dancing, girl; some other sport. 

Lady, Madam, we'll tell tales. 10 

Queen. Of sorrow or of joy ? 

Lady, Of either, madam. 

Queen. Of neither, girl: 
For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of sorrow; 
Or if of grief, being altogether had. 
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy: 
For what I have I need not to repeat; 
And what I want it boots not to complain. 

Lady. Madam, I'll sing. 

Queen, 'Tis well that thou hast cause; 

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst thou weep. 20 

Lady, I could weep, madam, would it do you good. 

Queen, And I could sing, would weeping do me good, 
And never borrow any tear of thee. 
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Enter a Gardener, and Uuo Servante. 

But stay, here come the gardeners: 
Let's step into the shadow of these trees. 
My wretchedness unto a row of pins, 
They*!! ta!k of state; for every one doth so 
Against a change; woe is forerun with woe. 

[Queen and Ladies retire. 

Gardener. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apricocl^s, 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 30 

Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 
Give some supportance to the bending twigs. 
Go thou, and like an executioner, 
Gut off the heads of too fast growing sprays. 
That look too lofty in our commonwealth: 
All must be even in our government. 
You thus employed, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, which without profit suck 
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers. 

Servant. Why should we in the compass of a pale 40 
Keep law and form and due proportion, 
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate. 
When our sea-walled garden, the whole land, 
Is full of weeds, her fairest flowers choked up, 
Her fruit-trees all unpruned, her hedges ruin*d, 
Her knots disorder'd and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars? 

Gardener. Hold thy peace: 

He that hath suffered this disorder'd spring 
Hath new himself met with the fall of leaf: 49 

The weeds which his broad-spreading leaves did shelter, 
That seem'd in eating him to hold him up. 
Are pluck'd up root and all by Bolingbroke, 
I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

Serv. What, are they dead? 

Gardener. They are; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seized the wasteful king. O, what pity is it 
That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land 



ACT III. SCENE IV. 55 

As we this garden ! We at time of year 

Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees, 

Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood, 

With too much riches it confound itself: 60 

Had he done so to great and growing men. 

They might have lived to bear and he to taste 

Their fruits of duty: superfluous branches 

We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 

Had he done so, himself had borne the crown. 

Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 

Servant, What, think you then the king shall be deposed ? 

Gardener. Depress'd he is already, and deposed 
'Tis doubt he will be: letters came last night 
To ^ dear friend of the good Duke of York's, 70 

That tell black tidings. 

Queen, O, I am pressed to death through want of speaking ! 

[Coming /omvard. 
Thou, old Adam's likeness, set to dress this garden. 
How dares thy harsh rude tongue sound this unpleasing news ? 
What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man ? 
Why dost thou say King Richard is deposed? 
Darest thou, thou little better thing than earth, 
Divine his downfal? Say, where, when, and how, 
Camest thou by this ill tidings? speak, thou wretch. 80 

Gardener, Pardon me, madam : little joy have I 
To breathe this news; yet what I say is true. 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke : their fortunes both are weigh'd : 
In your lord's scale is nothing but himself. 
And some few vanities that make him light; 
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 
Besides himself, are all the English peers, 
And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 
Post you to London, and you will find it so; 9*^ 

I speak no more than every one doth know. 

Queen, Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot. 
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Doth not thy embassage belong to me, 

And am I last that knows it? O, thou think'st 

To serve me last, that I may longest keep 

Thy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go, 

To meet at London London's king in wo^. 

What, was I bom to this, that my sad loo£ 

Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ? 

Gardener, for telling me these news of woe, loo 

Pray God the plants thou graft'st may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 

Gard, Poor queen ! so that thy state might be no worse, ^ 

I would my skill were subject to thy curse. 
Here did she fall a tear; here in this place 
I '11 set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping queen. \Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. Westrmnster Hall. 

Entery as to the Parliament^ BOLINGBROKE, AUMERLE, NORTH- 
UMBERLAND, Percy, Fitzwater, Surrey, the Bishop 
OF Carlisle, the Abbot of Westminster, and another 
Lord, Herald, Officers, and Bagot, 

Bolingbroke. Call forth Bagot. 
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind; 
What thou dost know of noble Gloucester's death. 
Who wrought it with the king, and who performed 
The bloody office of his timeless end. 

Bagot. Then set before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that man. 

Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver'd. 
In that dead time when Gloucester's death was plotted, lo 
I heard you say, * Is not my arm of length, 
That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to mine uncle's head?' 
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Amongst much other talk, that very time, 
I heard yon say that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns 
Than Bolingbroke's return to England; 
Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
In this your cousin's death. 

Aumerle. Princes and noble lords, 

What answer shall I make to this base man? 20 

Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 
On equal terms to give him chastisement? 
Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips. 
There is my gage, the manual seal of death, 
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou liest. 
And will maintain what thou hast said is false 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

BoHngbroke, Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not take it up. 

Aumerle, Excepting one, I would he were the best 31 
In all this presence that hath moved me so. 

Fitzivater, If that thy valour stand on sympathy. 
There is my gage, Aiunerle, in gage to thine: 
By that fair sun which shows me where thou stand'st, 
I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spakest it. 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloucester's death. 
If thou deny'st it twenty times, thou liest; 
And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart. 
Where it was forged, with my rapier's point. 40 

Aumerle. Thou darest not, coward, live to see that day. 

Fitzwater. Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour. 

Aumerle. Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest; his honour is as true 
In this appeal as thou art all unjust; 
And that thou art so, there I throw my gage. 
To prove it on thee to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing \ seize it, if thou darest, 

Aumerle. An if I do not, may my hands rot off 
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And never brandish more revengefiil steel 50 

Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Another Lord, I task the earth to the like, forsworn Aumerle ; 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be hoUoa'd in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun : there is my honour's pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 

Aum, Who sets me else ? by heaven, I'll throw at all : 
I have a thousand spirits in one breast, 
To answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Surrey. My Lord Fitz water, I do remember well 60 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fitzeivater. 'Tis very true : you were in presence then ; 
And you can witness with me this is true. 

Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is true. 

Fitzwater. Surrey, thou liest. 

Surrey, Dishonourable boy! 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword. 
That it shall render vengeance and revenge 
Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father's skull : 
In proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn ; 70 

Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 

Fitzivater. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse ! 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness. 
And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies, 
And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith, 
To tie thee to my strong correction. 
As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 
Besides, I heard the banish'd Norfolk say 80 

That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Aumerle. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage. 
That Norfolk lies: here do I throw 4own this, 
If he may be repeal'd, to try his honour. 
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BoHngbrhke, These differences shall all rest under gage 
Till Norfolk be repealed: repealed he shall be, 
And, though mine enemy, restored again 
To all his lands and signories : when he*s retum*d, 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 90 

Carlisle, That honourable day shall ne'er be seen. 
Many a time hath banish'd Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field, 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens; 
And toil'd with works of war, retired himself 
To Italy ; and there at Venice gave 
His body to that pleasant country's earth, 
And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 
Under whose colours he had fought so long. 100 

Bolingbroke. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? 

Carlisle. As surely as I live, my lord. 

Baling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the bosom 
Of good old Abraham ! Lords appellants, 
Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

Enter YORK, attended. 
Tork. Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plume-pluck'd Richard; who with willing soul 
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand: no 

Ascend his throne, descending now from him ; 
And long live Hfenry, fourth of that name ! 

Bolingbroke, In God's name, I '11 ascend the regal throne, 

Carlisle. Marry, God forbid! 
Worst in this royal presence may I speak, 

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. I 

Would God that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 

Of noble Richard ! then true noblesse would I 

Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 120 

What subject can give sentence on his king? ' 

i 
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And who sits here that is not Richard's subject? 

Thieves are not judged but they are by to hear, 

Although apparent guilt be seen in them; 

And shall the figure of God*s majesty, 

His captain, steward, deputy-elect. 

Anointed, crowned, planted many years. 

Be judged by subject and inferior breath, 

And he himself not present? O, forfend it, God, 

That in a Christian climate souls refined 130 

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 

Stirr'd up by God, thus boldly for his king. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king: 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy : 

The blood of English shall manure the ground. 

And future ages groan for this foul act; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, 

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars 140 

Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound; 

Disorder, horror, fear and mutiny 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha and dead men's skulls. 

O, if you raise this house against this house. 

It will the woefiillest division prove 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth. 

Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so. 

Lest child, child's children, cry against you *woe!' 

North, Well have you argued, sir ; and, for your pains, 
Of capital treason we arrest you here. 151 

My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. 
May it please you, lords, to grant the commons' suit. 

Bolingbroke, Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may surrender; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

Tork, I will be his conduct. [Exit, 
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Bolingbroke, Lords, you that here are under our arrest. 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer. 
Little are we beholding to your love, i6o 

And little looked for at your helping hands. 

Re-enter YORK, with RICHARD, and Officers 
bearing the regalia. 

King Rkbard. Alack, why am I sent for to a king. 
Before I have shook oflf the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd? I hardly yet have leam'd 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs : 
Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours of these men : were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry *all hail!' to me? 
So Judas did to Christ: but he, in twelve, 170 

Found truth in all but one ; I, in twelve thousand, none. 
God save the king! Will no man say amen? 
Am I both priest and clerk? well then, amen. 
God save the king ! although I be not he ; 
And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me. 
To do what service am I sent for hither? 

Tork, To do that office of thine own good will 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer. 
The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 180 

ISng Richard, Give me the crown. Here, cousin, seize 
the crown ; 
Here cousin; 

On this side my hand, and on that side yours. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well 
That owes two buckets, filling one another, 
The emptier ever dancing in the air. 
The other down, unseen and full of water : 
That bucket down and full of tears am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 189 

Bolingbroke, I thought you had been willing to resign. 
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K, Rich, My crown I am ; but still my griefs are mine : 
You may my glories and my state depose, 
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your crown. 

K. Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck my cares down. 
My care is loss of care, by old care done ; 
Your care is gain of care, by new care won : 
The cares I give I have, though given away; 
They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 

Boling, Are you contented to resign the crown ? 200 

King Richard. Ay, no ; no, ay ; for I must nothing be ; 
Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 
Now mark me, how I will undo myself: 
I give this heavy weight from oflf my head 
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand, 
The pride of kingly sway from out my heart; 
With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 
With mine own hands I give away my crown. 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state. 
With mine own breath release all duty's rites: 210 1 

All pomp and majesty I do forswear; 
My manors, rents, revenues I forego; 
My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny: 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me ! 
God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee ! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing grieved. 
And thou with all pleased, that hast all achieved! 
Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit. 
And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit ! 

God save King Harry, unking'd Richard says, 220 i 

And send him many years of sunshine days ! 
What more remains? 

. Northumberland, No more, but that you read 

These accusations and these grievous crimes 
Committed by your person and your followers 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 
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That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily deposed. 

King Richard, Must I do so ? and must I ravel out 
My weaved-up folly? Gentle Northiunberland, 
If thy oflfences were upon record, 230 

Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop 
To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst, 
There shouldst thou find one heinous article, 
Containing the deposing of a king 
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, 
Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of heaven : 
Nay, all of you that stand and look upon, 
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself. 
Though some of you with Pilate wash your hands 
Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilates 24© 

Have here deliver'd me to my sour cross. 
And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North, My lord, dispatch; read o'er these articles. 

K, Rich, Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see : 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much 
But they can see a sort of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 
I find myself a traitor with the rest ; 
For I h^ve given here my soul's consent 
To undeck the pompous body of a king; 250 

Made glory base and sovereignty a slave. 
Proud majesty a subject, state a peasant. 

Northumberland, My lord, — 

K. Rich, No lord of thine, thou haught insulting man, 
Nor no man's lord; I have no name, no title. 
No, not that name was given me at the font, 
But 'tis usurp'd: alack the heavy day. 
That I have worn so many winters out. 
And know not now . what name to call myself \ 
O that I were a mockery king of snow, 260 

Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 
To melt myself away in water-drops! 
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Good king, great king, and yet not greatly good, 
An if my word be steriing yet in England, 
Let it command a mirror hither straight, 
That it may show me what a face I have. 
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 

BoHngbroke, Go some of you and fetch a looking-glass. 

[Exit an attendant. 

North, Read o'er this paper while the glass doth come. 

K. Rich, Fiend, thou torment'st me ere I come to hell ! 

JBoling, Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 271 

North, The commons will not then be satisfied. 

King Richard, They shall be satisfied: TU read enough, 
When I do see the very book indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that's myself. 

Re-enter Attendant, with a glass. 
Give me the glass, and therein will I read. 
No deeper wrinkles yet? hath sorrow struck 
So many blovtrs upon this face of mine. 
And made no deeper wounds? O flattering glass, 
Like to my followers in prosperity, 280 

Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face J 

That every day under his household roof 

Did keep ten thousand men ? was this the face . i 

That, Uke the sim, did make beholders wink? 
Was this the face that faced so many follies. 
And was at last out-faced by Bolingbroke? 
A brittle glory shineth in this face: 
As brittle as the glory is the face; 

[Dashes the glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers. < 

Mark, silent king, the moral of this sporty . 290 

How soon my sorrow hath destroyed my face. 

Bolingbroke, The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy'd 
The shadow of your face. 

King Richard, Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow! ha! let's see: 
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'Tis very true, my grief lies all within ; 

And these external manners of laments 

Are merely shadows to the unseen grief 

That swells with silence in the tortured soul; 

There lies the substance: and I thank thee, king, 

For thy great bounty, that not only givest 300 

Me cause to wail but teachest me the way 

How to lament the cause. 1*11 beg one boon. 

And then be gone and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtain it? 

Bolingbroke, Name it, fair cousin. 

King Richard, *Fair cousin*? I am greater than a king: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects; being now a subject, 
I have a king here to my flatterer. 
Being so great, I have no need to beg. 

Bolingbroke, Yet ask. 310 

King Richard. And shall I have? 

Bolingbroke. You shall. 

King Richard. Then give me leave to go. 

Bolingbroke. Whither ? 

K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from your sights. 

Bolingbroke. Go, some of you convey him to the Tower. 

King Richard. O, good! convey? conveyers are you all, 
That rise thus nimbly by a true king's fall. 

[Exeunt King Richard, some Lords, and a Guard, 

Bolingbroke, On Wednesday next we solemnly set down' 
Our coronation: lords, prepare yourselves. 320 

{Exeunt all except the Bishop of Carlisle, the Abbot 

of Westminster, and Aumerle, 

Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 

Carlisle. The woe's to come; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aumerle. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 

F 
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Abbot. My lord, 
Before I freely speak my mind herein, 
You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but also to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise. 330 

I see your brows are full of discontent. 
Your hearts of sorrow and your eyes of tears : 
Come home with me to supper; and V\\ lay 
A plot shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. London. A street leading to the To^iver. 

Enter QUEEN and Ladies. 

Queen. This way the king will come; this is the way 
To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower. 
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke: 
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king's queen. 

Enter RICHARD and Guard. 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see. 

My fair rose wither: yet look up, behold. 

That you in pity may dissolve to dew, 

And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. 10 

Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand. 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richard's tomb. 

And not King Richard; thou most beauteous inn. 

Why should hard-favour'd grief be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an alehouse guest ? 

K. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do not so, 
To make my end too sudden: learn, good soul. 
To think our former state a happy dream; 
From which awaked, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this: I am sworn brother, sweet, 20 

To grim Necessity, and he and 1 
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Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France 
And cloister thee in some religious house : 
Our holy lives must win a new world's crown, 
Which our profane hours here have stricken down. 

Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape and mind 
Transformed and weakened ? hath Bolingbroke deposed 
Thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart? 
The lion dying thrusteth forth his paw, 
And woimds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 30 

To be o'erpower'd; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 
Take thy correction mildly, kiss the rod, 
And fawn on rage with base humility. 
Which art a lion and a king of beasts? 

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed ; if aught but beasts, 
I had been still a happy king of men. 
Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for France : 
Think I am dead and that even here thou takest, 
As from my death-bed, thy last living leave. 
In winter's tedious nights sit by the fire 40 

With good old folks and let them tell thee tales 
Of woeful ages long ago betid; 
And ere thou bid good night, to quit their griefs. 
Tell thou the lamentable tale of me 
And send the hearers weeping to their beds: 
For why, the senseless brands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue 
And in compassion weep the fire out; 
And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black. 
For the deposing of a rightfiil king. 50 

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND and others. 

North, My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is changed; 
You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 
And, madam, there is order ta'en for you; 
With all swift speed you must away to France. 

^ng Richard. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, 

F 2 
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The time shall not be many hours of age 

More than it is ere foul sin gathering head 

Shall break into corruption : thou shalt think, 

Though he divide the realm and give thee half, 60 

It is too little, helping him to all; 

And he shall think that thou, which know*st the way 

To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again. 

Being ne*er so little urged, another way 

To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 

The love of wicked men converts to fear ; 

That fear to hate, and hate turns one or both 

To worthy danger and deserved death. 

North, My guilt be on my head, and there an end. 
Take leave and part; for you must part forthwith. 70 

King Richard, Doubly divorced ! Bad men, you violate 
A twofold marriage, 'twixt my crown and me. 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. 
Let me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and me; 
And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas made. 
Part us, Northumberland; I towards the north, 
Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime ; 
My wife to France : from whence, set forth in pomp. 
She came adorned hither like sweet May, 
Sent back like Hallowmas or shortest of day. 80 

Queen, And must we be divided? must we part? 

K, Rich, Ay, hand from hand, my love, and heart from heart. 

Queen, Banish us both and send the king with me. 

Northumberland, That were some love but little policy. 

Queen, Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

^ng Richard, So two, together weeping, make one woe. 
Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here ; 
Better far off than near be ne'er the near. 
Go, count thy way with sighs; I mine with gi'oans. 

Queen, So longest way shall have the longest moans. 90 

King Richard, Twice for one step I'll groan, the way 
being short, 
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And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Gome, come, in wooing sorrow let's be brief, 
Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief: 
One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part; 
Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Queen, Give me mine own again ; 'twere no good part 
To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. 
So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 
That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 100 

K. Rich, We make woe wanton with this fond delay : 
Once more, adieu; the rest let sorrow say. [Exetmt* 

Scene II. ITje Duke of York's palace. 

Enter YORK and hu DuCHESS. 

Duchess, My lord, you told me you would tell the rest, 
When weeping made you break the story off, 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

Tork, Where did I leave? 

Duchess, At that sad stop, my lord, 

WTiere rude misgovem'd hands from windows' tops 
Threw dust and rubbish on King Richard's head. 

Tork, Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed 
Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know. 
With slow but stately pace kept on his course, 10 

Whilst all tongues cried *God save thee, Bolingbroke I ' 
You would have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage, and that all the walls 
With painted imagery had said at once 
*Jesu preserve thee! welcome, Bolingbroke!' 
Whilst he, from the one side to the other turning. 
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed's neck, 
Bespake them thus; 'I thank you, countrymen:' 20 

And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 
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Duchess, Alack, poor Richard ! where rode he the whilst ? 

Tork, As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 
After a well-graced actor leaves the stage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious; 
Even so, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 
Did scowl on gentle Richard ; no man cried * God save him !' 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 30 

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off. 
His face still combating with tears and smiles. 
The badges of his grief and patience. 
That had not God, for some strong purpose, steePd 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. 
But heaven hath a hand in these events. 
To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 
Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 40 

Duchess. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

Tork. Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lost for being Richard's friend. 
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now: 
I am in parliament pledge for his truth 
And lasting fealty to the new made king. 

Enter AuMERLE. 

Duchess. Welcome, my son : who are the violets now 
That strew the green lap of the new come spring ? 

Aumerle. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not: 
God knows I had as lief be none as one. 

Tork. Well, bear you well in this new spring of time, 
Lest you be cropp'd before you come to prime. 51 

What news from Oxford ? hold those justs and triumphs ? 

Aumerle. For aught I know, my lord, they do. 

Tork. You will be there, I know. 
Aumerle. If God prevent not, I purpose so. 
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York, What seal is that, that hangs without thy bosom? 
Yea, look'st thou pale? let me see the writing. 

Aum, My lord, 'tis nothing. 

Tork, No matter, then, who see it : 

I will be satisfied ; let me see the writing. 

Aumerle, I do beseech your grace to pardon me: 60 
It is a matter of small consequence, 
Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 

York, Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see. 
I fear, I fear, — 

Duchess, What should you fear? 

'Tis nothing but some band, that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparel *gainst the triumph day. 

York, Bound to himself! what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool. 
Boy, let me see the writing. 

Avm, I do beseech you, pardon me ; I may not show it. 

York, I will be satisfied; let me see it, I say. 71 

[ffe plucks it out of his bosom and reads it. 
Treason ! foul treason ! Villain ! traitor ! slave ! 

Duchess, What is the matter, my lord? 

York, Ho! who is within there? 

Enter a Servant. 

Saddle my horse. 
God for his mercy, what treachery is here ! 

Duchess. Why, what is it, my lord? 

York, Give me my boots, I say; saddle my horse. 

[Exit Servant* 
Now, by mine honour, by my life, by my troth, 
I will appeach the villain. 

Duchess. What is the matter? 

York. Peace, foolish woman. , 80 

Duchess. I will not peace. What is the matter, Aumerle ? 
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Aumerle. Good mother, be content; it is no more 
Than my poor life must answer. 

Duchess, Thy life answer! 

Tork, Bring me my boots: I will unto the king. 

Re-enter Servant <ivitb boots, 

Ducb, Strike him, Aumerle. Poor boy, thou art amazed. 
Hence, villain ! never more come in my sight. 

York, Give me my boots, I say. 

Duchess, Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own ? 
Have we more sons? or are we like to have? 90 

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time? 
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age. 
And rob me of a happy mother's name ? 
Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 

Tork, Thou fond mad woman. 
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy? 
A dozen of them here have ta*en the sacrament, 
And interchangeably set down their hands, 
To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duchess, He shall be none; 

We'll keep him here: then what is that to him? 100 

Torh, Away, fond woman ! were he twenty times my son, 
I would appeach him. 

Duchess, Hadst thou groan'd for him 

As I have done, thou wouldst be more pitiful. 
But now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspect 
That I have been disloyal to thy bed, 
And that he is a bastard, not thy son : 
Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind : 
He is as like thee as a man may be. 

Not like to me, or any of my kin, 109 

And yet, I love him. 

Tork, Make way, unruly woman! [Exit, 
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Duchess. After, Aumerle ! mount thee upon his horse ; 
Spur, post, and get before him to the king, 
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee. 
rU not be long behind; though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as fast as York : 
And never will I rise up from the ground 
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee. Away, be gone ! 

[Exeunt, 

Scene III. Windsor Castle. 
Enter "BOLINGBROKE, PERCY, and other Lords. 

Bolingbroke. Can no man tell me of my unthrifty son ? 
*Tis fuU three months since I did see him last : 
If any plague hang over us, 'tis he. 
I would to God, my lords, he might be foimd : 
Inquire at London, 'mongst the taverns there, 
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent, 
With unrestrained loose companions. 
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes. 
And beat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 
Which he, young wanton and effeminate boy, 10 

Takes on the point of honour to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy, My lord, some two days since I saw the prince, 
And told him of those triumphs held at Oxford. 

Bolingbroke, And what said the gallant? 

Percy. His answer was, he would unto the stews. 
And fi-om the common'st creature pluck a glove. 
And wear it as a favour; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Bolingbroke. As dissolute as desperate ; yet through both 
I see some sparks of better hope, which elder years 21 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 

Enter AUMERLE. 
Aumerle, Where is the king? 



74 KING RICHARD II. 

BoUng, What means our cousin, that he stares and looks 
So wildly? 

Aum, God save your grace ! I do beseech your majesty, 
To have some conference with your grace alone. 

BoUng. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here alone. 

[Exeunt Percy and Lords, 
What is the matter with our cousin now? 

Aumerle, For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 30 
My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unless a pardon ere I rise or speak. 

Bolingbroke. Intended or committed was this fault? 
If on the first, how heinous e'er it be, 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Aumerle, Then give me leave that I may turn the key. 
That no man enter till my tale be done. 

Bolingbroke, Have thy desire. 

Tork. \Wttbin\ My liege, beware: look to thyself; 
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 40 

Bolingbroke. Villain, Til make thee safe. [Drafvuing. 

Aum, Stay thy revengeful hand ; thou hast no cause to fear. 

Tork, \JVttbin\ Open the door, secure, fool-hardy king: 
Shall I for love speak treason to thy face? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 

[Bolingbroke opens the door^ and shuts it again. 

Enter YORK. 

Bolingbroke, What is the matter, uncle ? speak ; 
Recover breath; tell us how near is danger, 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

Tork, Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt know 
The treason that my haste forbids me show, 50 

Aumerle, Remember, as thou read'st, thy promise pass*d : 
I do repent me ; read not my name there ; 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tork, It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it down. 
I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king; 
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Fear, and not love, begets his penitence : 
Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

BoUngbroke, O heinous, strong and bold conspiracy ! 

loyal father of a treacherous son ! 60 
Thou sheer, immaculate and silver fountain, 

From whence this stream through muddy passages 
Hath held his current and defiled himself! 
Thy overflow of good converts to bad. 
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

Tork. So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd; 
And he shall spend mine honour with his shame. 
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers' gold. 
Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies, 70 

Or my shamed life in his dishonour lies: 
Thou kill'st me in his life; giving him breath. 
The traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 

Dtich, [Withih] What ho, my liege ! for God's sake, let me in. 

Boling. What shrill-voiced suppliant makes this eager cry ? 

Duchess. A woman, and thy aunt, great king; 'tis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door: 
A beggar begs that never begg'd before. 

BoUngbroke, Our scene is alter'd from a serious thing, 
And now changed to *The Beggar and the King.* 80 

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in : 

1 know she is come to pray for your foul sin. 

[Aumerle opens the door, 

York, If thou do pardon, whosoever pray. 
More sins for this forgiveness prosper may. 
This fester'd joint cut off, the rest rest sound; 
This let alone will alf the rest confound. 

Enter DuCHESS. 

Duchess, O king, believe not this hard-hearted man! 
Love loving not itself none other can. 
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Tork, Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make here? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? 90 

Ducb. Sweet York, be patient. Hear me, gentle liege. 

[Kneels y 
BoHng, Rise up, good aunt. 

Duchess, Not yet, I thee beseech: 

For ever will I walk upon my knees, 
And never see day that the happy sees. 
Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 

Aumerle. Unto my mother's prayers I bend my knee. 

Tork, Against them both my true joints bended be. 
Ill mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 

Duchess, Pleads he in earnest ? look upon his face ; 100 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breast : 
He prays but faintly and would be denied ; 
We pray with heart and soul and all beside : 
His weary joints would gladly rise, I know ; 
Our knees shall kneel tfll to the ground they grow : 
His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 
Ours of true zeal and deep integrity. 
Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them have 
That mercy which true prayer ought to have. no 

Baling, Good aunt, stand up. 

Duchess, Nay, do not say, * stand up ;' 

Say 'pardon' first, and afterwards 'stand up.' 
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 
* Pardon' should be the first word of thy speech. 
I never long'd to hear a word till now; 
Say * pardon,' king ; let pity teach thee how : 
The word is short, but not so short as sweet ; 
No word like 'pardon' for kings' mouths so meet. 

Tork, Speak it in French, king; say, 'pardonne moi.' 

Duchess, Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ? 
Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, 121 
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That set'st the word itself against the word ! 
Speak * pardon' as 'tis current in our land; 
The chopping French we do not understand. 
Thine eye begins to speak ; set thy tongue there ; 
Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear; 
That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee * pardon' to rehearse. 
Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duchess, I do not sue to stand ; 

Pardon is all the suit 1 have in hand. 130 

Bolingbroke, I pardon him, as God shall pardon me. 

Duchess, O happy vantage of a kneeling knee ! 
Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again ; 
Twice saying * pardon' doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one pardon strong. 

BoHngbroke, With all my heart 

I pardon him. 

Duchess, A god on earth thou art. 

BoHng, But for our trusty brother-in-law and the abbot, 
With all the rest of that consorted crew, 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. 
Good uncle, help to order several powers 140 

To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are : 
They shall not live within this world, I swear. 
But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell : and, cousin too, adieu : 
Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true. 

Duchess, Come, my old son : I pray God make thee new. 

[Exeunt . 

Scene IV. The same. 

Enter ExTON and Servant. 

Exton, Didst thou not mark the king, what words he spake,. 
'Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear?* 
Was it not so? 

Servant, These were his very words. 
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Exton, 'Have I no friend ?' quoth he : he spake it twice, 
And urged it twice together, did he not? 

Servant. He did. 

Exton. And speaking it, he wistly looked on me; 
As who should say, *I would thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ; * 
Meaning the king at Pomfret. Gome, let's go: 10 

I am the king's friend, and will rid his foe. [Exeunt. 



Scene V. Pom/ret castle. 

Enter KiNG RiCHARD. 

K. Rich. I have been studying how I may compare 
This prison where I live unto the world : 
And for because the world is populous 
And here is not a creature but myself, 
I cannot do it; yet 1*11 hammer it out. 
My brain 1*11 prove the female to my soul. 
My soul the father ; and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts, 
And these same thoughts people this little world. 
In humours like the people of this world, 10 

For no thought is contented. The better sort, 
As thoughts of things divine, are intermix'd 
With scruples and do set the word itself 
Against the word : 

As thus, 'Come, little ones,* and then again, 
'It is as hard to come as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a small needle's eye.* 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders; how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 20 

Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls, 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves 
That they are not the fir^ of fortune's slaves. 
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Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars 

Who sitting in the stocks refuge their shame, 

That many have and others must sit there; 

And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 

Bearing their own misfortunes on the back 

Of such as have before endured the like. 30 

Thus play I in one person many people, 

And none contented: sometimes am I king; 

Then treasons make me wish myself a beggar, 

And so I am: then crushing penury 

Persuades me I was better when a king; 

Then am I king'd again: and by and by 

Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 

And straight am nothing: but whate*er I be, 

Nor I nor any man that but man is 

With nothing shall be pleased, till he be eased 40 

With being nothing. Music do I hear? [Mtuic, 

Ha, ha ! keep time : how sour sweet music is, 

When time is broke and no proportion kept ! 

So is it in the music of men's lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear 

To check time broke in a disordered string ; 

But for the concord of my state and time 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me; 

For now hath time made me his numbering clock : 50 

My thoughts are minutes ; and with sighs they jar 

Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward watch, 

Whereto my finger, like a diaFs point. 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 

Now sir, the sound that tells what hour it is 

Are clamorous groans, which strike upon my heart. 

Which is the bell : so sighs and tears and groans 

Show minutes, times, and hours : but my time 

Runs posting on in Bolingbroke*s proud joy. 

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o' the clock. 60 

This music mads me ; let it sound no more ; 

For though it have holp madmen to their wits. 
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In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 
Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me! 
For 'tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter a Groom of the Stable. 

Groom, Hail, royal prince ! 

King Richard. Thanks, noble peer; 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 
What art thou ? and how comest thou hither. 
Where no man never comes but that sad dog 70 

That brings me food to make misfortune live ? 

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king, 
When thou wert king; who, travelling towards York, 
With much ado at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes royal master's face. 
O, how it yeam'd my heart when I beheld 
In London streets, that coronation-day, 
When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary, 
That horse that thou so often hast bestrid. 
That horse that I so carefully have dress'd ! 80 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle friend. 
How went he under him ? 

Groom. So proudly as if he disdain'd the ground. 

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back ! 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not stumble ? would he not fall down, 
Since pride must have a fall, and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back ? 
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee, 90 

Since thou, created to be awed by man. 
Wast born to bear? I was not made a horse; 
And yet I bear a burthen like an ass, 
Spurr'd, gall'd and tired by jauncing Bolingbroke. 



ACT V. SCENE VT. 8 1 

Enter Keeper, <witb a dish. 

Keeper. Fellow, give place; here is no longer stay. 
K, Rich. If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert away. 

Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my heart shall 
say. [^*'^* 

Keeper, My lord, will't please you to fall to? 
K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 

Keeper. My lord, I dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, who 
lately came from the king, commands the contrary. loi 

K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster and thee ! 
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. [Beats the keeper. 

Keeper. Help, help, help! 

Enter ExTON and Servants, armed. 

King Richard. How now ! what means death in this rude 
assault ? 
Villain, thy own hand yields thy death's instrument. 

[Snatching an axe from a Servant and kiUing him» 
Cro thou, and fill another room in hell. 

[He kills another. Then Exton strikes him down* 
That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire 
That staggers thus my person. Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the king's blood stain'd the king's own land. 
Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high ; 1 1 1 

Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die. [Dies. 

Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood: 
Both have I spill'd; O would the deed were good I 
For now the &evil, that told me I did well, 
Says that this deed is chronicled in hell. 
This dead king to the living king I'll bear : 
Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. [Exeunt. 

G 
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Scene VI. Windsor castle. 

Flourish. Enter BOLINGBROKE, YORK, with other Lords, 

and Attendants. 

Bolingbroke. Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear 
Is that the rebels have consumed with fire 
Our town of Cicester in Gloucestershire; 
But whether they be ta'en or slain we hear not. 

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND. 

Welcome, my lord: what is the news? 

North. First, to thy sacred state wish I all happiness. 
The next news is, I have to London sent 
The heads of Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt, and Kent: 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. lo 

Bolingbroke. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains ; 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter FiTZWATER. 

Fitz<ivater. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely, 
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors 
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Bolingbroke. Thy pains, Fitzwater,' shall not be forgot; 
Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter PERCY, and the BiSHOP OF CARLISLE. 

Percy. The grand conspirator. Abbot of Westminster, 
With clog of conscience and sour melancholy 20 

Hath yielded up his body to the grave; 
But here is Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride. 

Bolingbroke. Carlisle, this is your doom: 
Choose out some secret place, some reverend room, 
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More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life ; 
So as thou livest in peace, die free from strife: 
For though mine enemy thou hast ever been, 
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen. 

Enter ExTON, ivitb persons bearing a coffin. 

Exton. Great king, within this coffin I present 30 

Thy buried fear: herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought. 

Baling, Exton, I thank thee not : for thou hast wrought 
A deed of slander with thy fatal hand 
Upon my head and all this famous land. 

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did I this deed. 

Bolingbroke, They love not poison that do poison need, 
Nor do I thee : though I did wish him dead, 
I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 40 

The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my good word nor princely favour: 
With Gain go wander thorough shades of night. 
And never show thy head by day nor light. 
Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe. 

That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow: 

Come, mourn with me for that I do lament. 

And put on sullen black incontinent: 

I'll make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off from my guilty hand : 50 

March sadly after; grace my mournings here; 

In weeping after this untimely bier, \Exeit;it, 
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PREFACE. 



Although printed among the historical plays, as the 
proper sequel to the three parts of Henry VI, with which 
it is immediately connected in the opening scene, Richard 
the Third is in all the early copies described as a tragedy. 
The title of the play as it appears in the first quarto, printed 
in 1597 without Shakespeare's name, is as follows: *The 
Tragedy of King Richard the Third. Containing, His 
treacherous Plots against his brother Clarence : the pittiefull 
murther of his innocent nephewes : his tyrannicall vsurpa- 
tion : with the whole course of his detested life, and most 
deserued death.' The same is repeated substantially in all 
the seven subsequent quarto editions which appeared at 
intervals from 1598 to 1634. The third quarto, printed in 
1602, with those that followed, professed to be, but was not, 
newly augmented. All these have Shakespeare's name on 
the title-page. In the first folio, printed in 1623, the play 
is called * The Tragedy of Richard the Third : with the 
Landing of Earle Richmond, and the Battell at Bosworth 
Field.' The quarto of 1597 was entered at Stationers' Hall 
on October 20. We have thus the inferior limit for the date 
at which the play was written. How much earlier it was 
composed is to a great extent matter of conjecture. A line 
in Weever's Epigrammes (Beloe, Anecdotes. of Literature, 
vi. 159), printed in 1599, but supposed to be written in 1595, 
mentions Romeo and Richard as two of Shakespeare's well- 
known characters : 

* Romeo, Richard, more whose names I know not,* 

and presumably this is Richard the Third and not Richard 
the Second. If therefore Weever wrote in 1595 there is 

a 2 
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evidence that Richard had by that time become an esta- 
blished favourite with the public, and had probably been out 
for a year or two. This would take us back to the earliest 
date which has been assigned to it, 1593 or 1594. About 
the same time there appeared The True Tragedie of Richard 
the Third, which was entered at Stationers' Hall 19 June, 
1 594, and published the same year. Possibly it was revived 
in consequence of the attention which Shakespeare's play 
attracted to the subject, and in support of such a conjecture 
may be quoted the parallel instance of the publication of the 
old play of King Leir in 1605, nearly at the time when 
Shakespeare was engaged upon his own greater work. A 
passage from a song which is found in a volume containing 
Epigrams by Sir John Davies, and Marlowe's translation of 
Ovid's Elegies (Marlowe, ed. Dyce, p. 366), has been quoted 
as an imitation of some lines in Richard's first soliloquy : 

'I am not fashion'd for these amorous times. 
To court thy beauty with lascivious rhymes, 
I cannot dally, caper, dance, and sing/ &c. 

But even granting the imitation, this throws no light upon 
the date of the play ; for the volume in which the lines first 
occur is undated, and is only supposed to have been printed 
before 1596. Mr. Stokes (Chronological Order of Shake- 
speare's Plays, p. 30) gives the following from The Mirror 
for Magistrates, 1 594, which have some resemblance to lines 
in Richard's speech : 

'God Mars laid by his lance, and took his lute. 
And tum'd his rugged frowns to smiling looks.' 

■ 

And with 

*Now do I play the touch. 
To try if thou be current gold indeed,* 

he compares 

•Now is the hour come 
To put your love unto the touch, to try 
If it be current, or base counterfeit,' 

from A Warning for Fair Women, 1589. But in all these 
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cases of resemblance it would be unsafe to insist upon 
imitation where the things compared are such evident 
poetical commonplaces. Mr. Fleay (Shakespeare Manual, 
pp. 20, 21) ^s of opinion that the wooing of Estrild in the old 
play of Locrine, which appeared in 1595, is imitated from 
Richard III, i. 2. But if so, this only helps us to some date 
before 1595. As our play was printed in 1597 it is unneces- 
sary to refer to the often-quoted passage from Meres' 
Palladis Tamia, 1598, in which Richard the Third is enumer- 
ated among the plays upon which Shakespeare's fame 
securely rested. The date 1593 or 1594 which may be 
conjecturally assigned to Richard the Third brings it close 
to two other historical plays which were written about the 
same time, Richard the Second and King John. The metrical 
tests w^ich have been applied to solve the question of the 
date of composition would place Richard the Third and King 
John very close together, and would make Richard the 
Second earlier than either. On such a point I am not care- 
ful to express a very confident opinion, but nevertheless 
I cannot read Richard the Third without feeling that in point 
of literary style, command of language, flexibility of verse, 
and dramatic skill, it is an earlier composition than Richard 
the Second and King John, and separated by no long interval 
from the Third Part of Henry VI, to which it is the sequel 
and the close. 

The earfier English play on the same subject has been 
mentioned, and may be dismissed without further consider- 
ation. Besides this there was a Latin play by Dr. Thomas 
Legge, Richardus Tertius, which was acted at St. John's 
College, Cambridge, as early as 1579. A supposed imita- 
tion of this, also in Latin, by Henry Lacey, of Trinity 
College, proves to be only a transcript (Cooper's Athenae 
Cantabrigienses, ii. 41). It is to Legge's play, in all proba- 
bility, that Sir John Harington, in his Apologie for Poetry 
(1591), and Nash, in his Have with you to Saffron Walden, 
(1596), refer as having been acted at Cambridge. 
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For the incidents of the play the dramatist has been in- 
debted to the historian. It may be said generally that the 
whole idea of Richard's character is taken from his life by 
Sir Thomas More, written partly in Latin and partly in 
English, and incorporated by Hall and Holinshed in their 
Chronicles. In fact these writers stand in the same relation 
to Richard the Third as North's Plutarch to Coriolanus and 
the other Roman plays. The play is the historical narrative 
dramatised, and the only scene of importance for which 
some hint has not been supplied in the history is the second 
scene of the first Act, in which Richard wooes the widow of 
Prince Edward. This and the various appearances of the old 
Queen Margaret are introduced in defiance of historic truth 
and probability for the simple purpose of stage effect. From 
this point of view they are undoubtedly successful, and after 
so decisive a victory in the opening of his campaign we are 
prepared to accept everything which follows, feeling that the 
events are in harmony with the principal actor in the drama, 
and without any nice questionings about fidelity to human 
nature or to the truth of history. In Richard's world, the 
world of the stage, there is nothing incongruous, if we once 
admit the possibility of his being what he describes himself 
to be. What this is it requires no subtle analysis to dis- 
cover. He takes us into his confidence at every step, and 
tells us not only what he is going to do, but why he intends 
to do it, so that action and motive are obvious to the most un- 
skilful observer. The Richard of the Third Part of Henry VI 
is also the Richard of Sir Thomas More, and it is the con- 
tinuity of his character which supplies the connecting link 
between the present play and its predecessors. Already in 
his soliloquy at the end of the second scene of the third Act 
of 3 Henry VI we have a very explicit confession of his 
ambitious designs and of the obstacles in his way to the 
crown, to the removal of which he thenceforth devotes him- 
self. In Holinshed there is no hint of this ; and in the pages 
of the chronicler, Richard, during his brother's lifetime, only 
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appears as the gallant soldier and loyal partisan of the House 
of York. Even when the common rumour is reported that 
he stabbed Henry the Sixth in the Tower, the deed is attrib- 
uted to no ambitious designs of his own, but to his desire 
* that his brother king Edward might reigne in more suertie.' 
But it can hardly be said with justice that Holinshed is in- 
consistent in his treatment of Richard's character when he 
represents him as brave and unscrupulous. 

It was no part of the business of the dr^atist to follow 
the historian too closely or to observe the unities of place 
and time. The play opens in 1471, and before the end of 
the first Act we are hurried forward six years to the death 
of Clarence, which is made to be nearly contemporary with 
the death of Edward six years later still. In this way how- 
ever the interval of Edward's reign, uneventful for dramatic 
'purposes, is bridged over, and the catastrophe of the story 
of the struggle of the rival houses is reached. 

The following extracts from Hall's Chronicle will, it is 
hoped, together with the quotations in the Notes, supply all 
the historical materials out of which the play was constructed. 
For convenience of reference the quotations are made from 
the reprint of 1809. The portrait of Richard as drawn by 
More is thus copied by Hall : 

* Richard duke of Gloucester the third sonne (of whiche I 
must moste entreate) was in witte and courage egall with the 
other, but in beautee and liniame^^tes of nature far vndemeth 
both, for he was litle of stature, eiuill featured of limmes, 
croke backed, the left shulder muche higher than the righte, 
harde fauoured of visage, such as in estates is called a war- 
like visage, and emonge commen persones a crabbed face 
He was malicious, wrothfuU and enuious, and as it is reported, 
his mother the duches had muche a dooe in her trauaill, that 
she could not be deliuered of hym vncut, and that he came 
into the worlde the fete forwarde, as menne bee borne out- 
warde, and as the fame ranne, not vntothed : whether that 
menne of hatred reported aboue the truthe, or that nature 
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chaunged his course in his beginnynge, whiche in his life 
many thynges vnnaturally committed, this I leue to God his 
iudgemente. He was none euill capitain in warre, as to y® 
whyche, his disposicion was more enclined too, then to peace. 
Sondry victories he had and some ouerthrowes, but neuer 
for defaute of his owne persone, either for lacke of hardi- 
nesse or politique order. Free he was of his dispences and 
somwhat aboue his power liberall, with large giftes he gatte 
hym vnstedfaste frendship : for whiche cause he was fain to 
borowe, pill and extort in other places, whiche gat him sted- 
faste hatred. He was close and secrete, a depe dissimuler, 
lowlye of countenaunce, arrogante of herte, outwardely fami- 
lier where he inwardely hated, not lettynge to kisse whom he 
thought to kill, despiteous and cruell, not alwaie for eiuill 
will, but ofter for ambicion and too serue his purpose, frende 
and fooe were all indifferent, where his auauntage grewe, 
he spared no mannes deathe whose fife withstode his pur- 
pose. He slewe in the towre kynge Henry the sixte, saiynge 
now is there no heire male of kynge Edwarde the thirde, but 
wee of the house of Yorke : whiche murder was doen without 
kyng Edward his assente, which woulde haue appointed that 
bocherly office too some other, rather then to his owne 
brother. Some wise menne also wene, that his drifte lacked 
not in helpynge furth his owne brother of Clarence to his 
death, which thyng in all apparaunce he resisted, although 
he inwardly mynded it And the cause therof was, as 
men notyng his doyngs and procedynges did marke (because 
that he longe in kynge Edwarde his tyme thought to obtaine 
the crowne in case that the kynge his brother, whose life he 
loked that eiuil diet woulde sone shorten) shoulde happen to 
diseace, as he did in dede, his chyldren beynge younge. 
And then if the duke of Clarence had lined, his pretenced 
purpose had been far hyndered. For yf the duke of Clarence 
had kepte hymself trewe to his nephewe the younge king, or 
would haue taken vpon hym too bee kynge, euery one of 
these castes had been a troumpe in the duke of Gloucesters 
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waye : but when he was sure that his brother of Clarence 
was ded, then he knewe that he might worke without that 
ieoperdy.' (pp. 342, 343.) 

Some hints for the first Act were supplied by the following 
description of Clarence. 

* George duke of Clarence was a goodly and well feautured 
prince, in all thynges fortunate, if either his owne ambicion 
had not set hym against his brother or thenuy of his enemies 
had not set his brother againste hym : for were it by the 
quene or nobles of her blud, whiche highly maligned the 
kynges kynred (as women comme«ly, not of malice but of 
nature, hate suche as their husbandes loue) or wer it a 
proud appetite of the duke hym selfe, entendynge to bee 
kynge, at the leaste wise, heinous treason was laied to his 
charge, and finally were he in faulte or wer he faultlesse, 
attainted was he by parliament and iudged to death, and 
there vpon hastely d/Dwned in a butte of malmesey within 
the towre of London. Whose death kynge Edwarde (al- 
though he commaunded it) when he wiste it was doen pite- 
ously he bewayled and sorowfuUy repented it.' (p. 342.) 

The quotation from Holinshed, given in the Notes at 
the beginning of Act II, supplies the outline for the first 
scene of that Act The second scene so far departs from 
the truth of history that at the death of Edward IV Richard 
was in the north, and Buckingham, who was in the marches 
of Wales, joined him at Northampton on his way to London. 
Lord Rivers was at* Ludlow with the young Prince of Wales 
under his charge. 

'The younge kynge at the deathe of his father kepte 
houshoulde at Ludlowe, for his father had sente hym 
thether for lustice to be dooen in the Marches of Wales, 
to the ende that by the autoritee of his presence, the wilde 
Welshemenne and eiuell disposed personnes should refrain 
from their accustomed murthers and outrages. The gouer- 
naunce of this younge Prince was committed too lord Antony 
Wooduile erle Ryuers and lorde Scales, brother to the 



X PREFACE. 

quene, a wise, hardy and honourable personage, as valiaunte 
of handes as poUitique of counsaill and with hym were 
associate other of the same partie, and in effect euery one. 
as he was nerer of kynne vnto the quene, so was he planted 
nexte aboute the prince. That drift by the quene semed to 
be diuised, whereby her bloudde mighte of righte in tender 
youthe bee so planted in the princes fauoure, that afterwarde 
it shoulde hardely bee eradicated out of the same. 

* The duke of Gloucester turned all this to their distruction, 
and vpo« that grounde set the foundacion of his vnhappy 
buyldyng : For whom soeuer he perceiued too bee at variaunce 
with theim, or to beare toward hym selfe any fauoure, he 
brake vnto theim, some by mouthe, some by writynge and 
secrete messengers, that it was neither reason nor yet to 
be suffered that the younge kynge their master and kyns- 
man shoulde bee in the handes and custody of his mothers 
kynrede, sequestered in maner from their compaignie and 
attendaunce, of whiche euery one oughte hym as faithefuU 
seruice as they, and many of theim of farre more honorable 
parte of kynne then his mothers side, whose bloud quod the 
duke of Gloucester sauyng the kyng his pleasure, was farre 
vnmete to bee matched with his, which now to bee remoued 
from the kyng and the leaste noble to bee lefte aboute hym, 
is quod he neither honourable to his maiestie nor too vs, and 
also too hym lesse suretie, to haue the nobles and mightiest 
of his frendes from hym, & to vs all no litle ieopardie to 
suffre, and specially our well proued euill willers too growe 
into greate autoritee with the kynge in youthe, namely 
whiche is lighte of belefe and soone perswaded 

*With these perswasions and writinges, the duke of 
Gloucester sette a fire theim whiche were easie to kyndle, 
and in especial twain, Henry duke of Buckyngham, and 
Willyam lord Hastynges, and lord Chamberlain, bothe 
menne of honoure and of greate power, the one by longe 
succession from his aunceters, thother by his offices and 
the kynge his fauoure. These two not bearynge eache to 
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other so muche loue, as hatred both to y« quenes bloud, 
accorded together with the duke of Gloucester that thei 
would remoue from the kyng all his mothers frendes^ vnder 
the name of their enemies. 

• Where vpon the duke of Gloucester beynge aduertised 
that the lordes aboute the kynge entended to brynge hym to 
London to his coronacion, accompaigned with suche a number 
of their frendes that it shoulde be harde for hym to brynge 
his purpose to passe without the assemblyng and gatheryng 
of people & in maner of open warre, wherof the ende he 
wyst was doubtfull, and in the which the kyng beyng on 
the other syde^ his parte shoulde haue the name and face 
of rebellion. 

*He secretely therefore by diuerse meanes caused the 
quene to be perswaded that it was neither nede & should 
also be ieoperdeous for y® kyng to come vp so strong, 
for as now euery lord loued other and none other thyng 
studied for, but the triumphe of his coronacion & honoure 
of the kyng. And the lordes about the kyng, should as- 
semble in the kynges name muche people, thei should geue 
y« lordes betwixt whom & them ther had bene some tyme 
debate, an occasion to feare and suspecte least they should 
gather this people, not for the kynges saue guard, whom no 
man impugned, but for their destruction, hauyng more re- 
garde to their olde variaunce then to their new atlonement, 
for the which cause they on the other parte might assemble 
men also for their defence, whose powres she wyst well farre 
stretched, and thus should all the realme fal in a roare, & of 
the mischiefe that therof should ensue (whiche was likely to 
be not a litle) y* moste harme was like to fal where the 
least woulde, & then all the world would put her & her 
kynred in the blame, saiyng that they had vnwysely and 
vntruely broken the amytie and peace whiche the kynge 
her husband had so prudently made betwene her kynred 
and his, whiche amyte his kynne had alwaies obserued. 

'The quene beyng thus perswaded, sent worde to the 



XU PREFACE., 

k)Tig and to her brother, that there was no cause nor nede 
to assemble any people, & also the duke of Gloucester and 
other lordes of his bend, wrote vnto y® kyng so reuerently 
and to the quenes frendes there so louyngly, that they 
nothinge yearthly mistrustyng, brought the young kynge 
towarde London with a sober compaignie in great haste 
(but not in good spede) til he came to Northampton, and 
from thewce he remoued to Stony Stratford.' (pp. 347-349.) 

The narrative of the arrest of the lords and the seizure 
of the young king by the dukes of Gloucester and Bucking- 
ham is set forth in great detail by the chronicler, and the 
incidents must have been communicated to Sir Thomas 
More by an eyewitness, but as they are not referred to 
in the play we are not concerned with them here. 

The third scene was perhaps suggested by a circumstance 
in More's story which has all the appearance of a personal 
reminiscence. It is at least an illustration of the thoughts 
which were passing in men's minds, and follows the account 
of the death of Edward. 

* And so this noble prince deceased, as you have hearde 
in that tyme when his life was moste desired, and when his 
people moste desired to kepe hym : Whiche loue of his 
people and their entiere affection towarde hym, had been 
to hys noble chyldren (hauynge in theim selues also as many 
giftes of nature, as many princely vertues, as much good 
towardenesse as their age coulde receyue) a merueilous 
fortresse and a sure armoure, yf the diuision and dis- 
sencion of their frendes had. not vnarmed theim and left 
theim destitute, and the execrable desire of soueraingtie 
prouoked hym to their destruccion, whiche yf either kynde 
or kyndnesse had holden place muste nedes haue bene their 
chiefe defence. For Richard duke of Gloucester, by nature 
their uncle, by office their protectoure, to their father greately 
beholden and too theim by othe and allegiaunce bounden, 
all the bandes broken and violated whiche bynde man and 
man together, withoute any respecte of God or the worlde, 
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vnnaturally contriued too bereue theim, not onely of their 
dignitie and preheminence, but also of their naturall Hues 
and worldely felicitee. 

' And first to shewe you, that by coniecture he pretended 
this thyng in his brothers life, ye shall vnderstande for a truth 
that the same nighte that kynge Edwarde died, one called 
Mistelbrooke, longe ere the daye spro«g, came to y« house 
of one Pottier dwellyng in Redcrosse strete without Creplo 
gate of London, & when he was with hasty rappyng quickely 
let in, the saied Mistelbroke shewed vnto Pottier that kyng 
Edward was thSt night deceased : by my truth quod Pottier, 
then will my master the duke of Gloucester bee kyng and 
that I warrant thee. What cause he had so too thynke, harde 
it is to sale, whether he beeyng his seruaunte knewe any 
such thyng pretensed or otherwise had any ynkelyng therof 
but of all likelihod he spake it not of naught.' (p. 346.) 

The passages bearing upon the fourth scene of Act II are 
quoted in the Notes to that scene. 

Act III, Scene 1. * When the kynge approched nere the 
cytee, Edmonde Shawe Goldesmythe then Mayre of the cytie 
with the Aldermenne and shreues in skarlet, and fyue hun- 
dreth commoners in murraye receyued his grace reuerently 
at Hamesay Parke, and so cOnueighed him to the cytee, 
where he entred the fourth day of May, in the fyrst and last 
yere of his reigne, and was lodged in the bishoppe of Lon- 
dons Palayce : but y® duke of Gloucester bare him in open 
sight so reuerently, saying to all me» as he rode behold your 
prince and souereigne lord, and made such sembleaunce of 
lowlynes to his prince, that from the great obloquy that he 
was in so late before he was sodenly fallen in so great trust 
that at the councel next assembled he was made the onely 
chiefe ruler, and thought most mete to be protectoure of the 
king and his realme : so that, were it destiny or were it foly, 
the lambe was betaken to the wolfe to kepe. At whiche 
councell the Archebishop of Yorke was sore blamed for de- 
liueryng the great seale to the quene, and the seale taken 
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from him and deliuered to doctor Ihon Russel bishop of 
Lyncolne, a wyse man and a good and of much experience, 
and diuerse lordes and knyghtes were appointed to diuerse 
roumes, the lord Chamberlayne and some other kept the 
roumes that they wer in before, but not many. 

* Now were it so that the protectour (which alwayes you 
must take for the duke of Gloucester) sore thristed for the 
acheuynge of his pretensed enterpryse and thought euery 
daye a yere tyll it were perfourmedy yet durste he no further 
attempt as long as he had but half his pray in his hand, well 
wittyng that yf he deposed the one brothA, all the realme 
woulde fall to the other, yf he remayned either in sanctuarye 
or shoulde happely be shortly conueighed to his fathers 
libertie. Wherfore incontinent at the next metynge of the 
lordes in councel he purposed to them that it was an heynous 
thyng of the quene, and procedyng of great malice toward 
the kynges councelers that she shoulde kepe the kynges 
brother in sanctuarye from him whose speciall pleasure and 
comfort were to haue his brother with him, and that to be 
done by her to none other intent, but to brynge all the lordes 
in an obloquy and murmoure of the people, as though they 
were not to be trusted with the kynges brother.' (pp. 351, 352.) 

The passages of the Chronicle which illustrate the mission 
of the Cardinal to Westminster and the discussion which 
preceded it are quoted in the Notes. 

. * When the Cardinall and the other lordes had receyued 
the younge duke, they brought him into the starre chaumbre, 
where the protectoure toke him into his armes and kissed 
hym with these wordes : now welcome my lorde with all my 
verie herte, & he saied in that of likelihod euen as he in- 
wardely thought ; and there vpon, furthwith brought him 
to the kyng his brother into the bishoppes palace at Poules, 
and from thence through the cytee honorably into the tower, 
out of which after that daie they neuer came abrode.' 

(p. 358.) 
The scene opened with the entry of the young king into 
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London on Sunday, May 4, 1483, but before the end we find 
that on the morrow the lords were to be executed at Pom- 
fret, and this is supposed to have happened on the day of 
the council meeting at the Tower which was held on Friday, 
the 13th of June. The following passages supplied a hint 
for the end of this scene and the material for the next. 

* Thus many thjmges cowmyng together, partly by chaunce 
and partly by purpose, caused at length not co/^zmon people 
onely, whiche wauer with the wynde, but wyse men also and 
some lordes to marke the matter and muse ther vpon : in so 
much as the lorde Stanley whiche afterwarde was erle of 
Derby wysely mistrusted it and saied to the lord Hastynges, 
that he muche misliked these two seuerall coun[s]ailes, for 
while we q* he talke of one matter at the one place, litle 
wote we whereof they talke in the other : peace my lorde q^ 
the lorde Hastynges, on my Ijrfe neuer doubte you, for while 
one man is there, which is neuer thence, neither can there 
be any thing once mynded that should sounde amisse to- 
warde me, but it should be in myne eares or it were well out 
their mouthes. This ment he by Catesby whiche was nere of 
his secrete counsail, and whom he familierly vsed in his most 
waightie matters, puttying no man in so speciail truste as him 
reco«nyng him selfe to no man so liefe sith he wiste well there 
was no man to hym so much beholdyng as was this Catesby, 
which was a man wel learned in the lawes of this lande, and 
by the speciail fauoure of the lorde Hastynges in good 
aucthoritie and muche rule bare in the counties of Lecestre 
& Northampton where the lorde Hastynges power laye. 
But surely great pitie was it that he had not either more 
trueth or lesse wit, for hys dissimulacion onely, kept that' 
mischief vp, in whom if the lorde Hastynges had not put so 
speciail truste, the lorde Stanley and he with diuerse other 
lordes had departed into their countrees and broken all the 
dauncej for many euill signes that he sawe, whiche he nowe 
construed all for the beste, so surely thought he that there 
could be no harme towarde hym in that counsaill entended 
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where Catesbye was. And of trueth the protectoure and the 
duke of Bukyngham made very good sembleaunce vnto the 
lorde Hastynges and kept hym muche in their compaignye. 
And vndoubtedly, the protectour loued hym well, and lothe 
was to haue loste him sauyng for feare leste his lyfe should 
haue quayled their purpose, for the whiche cause he moued 
Catesby to proue with some wordes cast out a farre of, 
whether he could thinke it possible to wynne the lorde 
Hastynges to their parte. But Catesby, whether he as- 
sayed him or assayed him not, reported vnto hym that he 
found him so fast, and herde him speake so terrible wordes 
that he durst no farther breake : and of a truth the lord 
Hastynges of very truste shewed vnto Catesby the mis- 
truste that other began to haue in the matter. And there- 
fore, he fearyng leste their mocio^s might with the lord 
Hastynges mini she his credence, where vnto onely all the 
matter leaned, procured the protectour hastely to ryd hym 
& much the rather, for he trusted by hys death to obtayne 
muche of the rule whiche the lord Hastynges bare in hys 
countree, the onely desyre whereof, was the thyng that en- 
duced him to be procurer and one of the speciallest con- 
triuers of all thys horrible treason. Where vpon the lorde 
protectour caused a counsaill to be set at the tower on the 
fridaye the thirtene daye of lune, where was muche com- 
monyng for the honourable solemnitee of the coronacion, 
of the whiche the tyme appoincted aproched so nere, that 
the pageauntes were a makyng daye & night at Westminster, 
and vitaile killed whiche afterwarde was cast awaye.' (p. 359.) 
*A merueilous case it is to heare, either the wamynges 
that he should haue voyded, or the tokens of that he could 
not voyde. For the next night before his death, the lorde 
Stanley sent to him a trusty messenger at midnight in alt 
the haste, requiryng hym to ryse and ryde awaye with hym, 
for he was disposed vtterly no lenger for to abyde, for he 
had a fearful! dreame in the whiche he thought that a bore 
with his tuskes so rased them bothe by the heades that 
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the bloud ran aboute bothe their shoulders, and for asmuch 
as the protectour gaue the bore for his cognisaunce, he 
ymagined that it should be he. This dreame made suche 
a fearful! impression in hys harte, that he was throughly 
determyned no lenger to tary but had his horse redy, yf 
the lorde Hastynges would go with him. So that they would 
ryde so farre that night, that they should be out of daunger 
by the next day. A good lord (q* the lord Hastynges) to 
the messenger, leaneth my lorde thy maister so much to 
suche tryfles, and hath suche faithe in dreames, whiche 
either his awne feare phantasieth, or do ryse in the nightes 
rest by reason of the dayes thought Tell him it is playne 
wichcraft to beleue in such dreames, which if they were 
tokens of thinges to come, why thynketh he not that we 
might as likely make theim true by oure goyng yf we were 
caught and brought backe, (as frendes fayle fliers) for then 
had the bore a cause lykely to race vs with his tuskes, 
as folkes that fled for some falshead, wherefore either is 
there peryll, nor none there is [in]deede, or if any be, it 
is rather in goyng then abidyng. And if we should nedes 
fall in peril one way or other, yet had I leauer that me^ 
should se it were by other mens falshed, then thynke it 
were either our awne faute or faynte feble hart, and there- 
fore go to thy maister and commende me to him, & saye 
that I praye him to be mery & haue no feare, for I assure 
hym, I am assured [Pas sure] of the man he wotteth of, 
as I am sure of myne awne hand. God send grace (q^ the 
messenger) and so departed. Certeyn it is also that in 
redyng toward the towre the same mornyng in whiche he 
was beheaded, hys horsse that he accustomed to ryde on 
stombled with him twyse or thryse almost to the fallyng, 
which thyng although it happeth to them dayly to whom 
no mischauffce is towarde, yet hath it bene as an olde 
euyll token obserued as a goyng toward mischiefe. Now 
this that foloweth was no warning but an enuious scome, 
the same morning ere he were vp from his bed where Shores 
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wife lay with him all night, there came to him sir Thomas 
Haward sonne to the lorde Haward (whiche lord was one 
of the priueyest of the lord protectors counsaill and dooyng) 
as it were of curtesye to accompaignie hym to the counsaile, 
but of truthe sent by the lorde protectour to hast hym 
thitherward. 

'This sir Thomas, while the lord Hastynges stayed 
awhile commonyng with a priest yrhom he met in the 
Towrstrete, brake the lordes tale, saiyng to him merely, 
what my lord I pray you come on, wherfore talke you so 
long with that priest, you haue no nede of a priest yet, 
& laughed vpon hym, as though he would saye, you shall 
haue nede of one sone : But lytle wyst the other what he 
ment (but or night these wordes were well reme/«bred by 
them that hard them) so the true lord Hastynges litle mis • 
trusted, & was neuer merier, nor thought his life in more 
suertie in al hys dayes, which thyng is often a signe of 
chau«ge : but I shall rather let any thyng passe me then 
the vayne surety of mans mynde so neare his death, for 
vpon the very towre wharffe, so neare the place where his 
head was of, so sone after, as a ma;; might wel cast a balle, 
a pursyuauMt of his awne called Hastynges mette with hym, 
& of their metyng in that place he was put in reme/^braunce 
of another tyme, in which it happened them to mete before 
together in the place, at which tyme the lorde Hastynges 
had bene accused to kyng Edward by the lord Ryuers the 
quenes brother, msomuche that he was for a while which 
lasted not long highly in the kynges indignacion as he now 
mette the same pursiuau^t in the same place, the ieoperdy 
so well passed, it gaue him great pleasure to talke with 
him therof, with whom he had talked in the same place 
of that matter, & therfore he sayed. Ah Hastynges, art 
thou reme»?bred when I mette the here once with an heauy 
hart : Ye my lorde (q* he) that I remembre well, and 
tha«ked [Pthankes] be to God they gat no good ner you 
no harme therby, thou wouldest . saye so (q^ he) yf thou 
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knewest so muche as I do, whiche few knowe yet, & mo 
shall shortly, that meant he that therle Ryuers and the lord 
Richard & sir Thomas Vaughan should that day be be- 
headed at Pomfrete, as thei were in dede, which acte he 
wist wel should be done, but nothyng ware that the axe 
hong so nere his awne head. In faith man (q* he) I was 
jieuer so sory ner neuer stode in so greate daunger of my 
lyfe as I dyd when thou and I mette here, and lo the 
worlde is turned nowe, nowe stand myne enemies in the 
daunger as thou maist happe to hear more hereafter, and 
I neuer in my lyfe merier nor neuer in so great surety, 
I praye God it proue so (q* Hastynges, proue q*^ he : doubt- 
est thou that) nay nay I warraunt the, and so in maner 
displeased he entered into the Towre, where he was not 
long on lyue as you haue heard.' (pp. 360-362.) 

* Now was it deuised by the protectoure & his counsaile, 
that the same day y' the lord Chamberlayne was headed 
in the towre of London and about the same houre should 
be beheaded at Poumfrete the earle Ryuers and the lorde 
Richarde the quenes sonne, syr Thomas Vaughan and sir 
Richard Haute, whiche as you heard were taken at North- 
ampton and Stony Stratford by the consent of the lord 
Hastynges, whiche execution was done by the ordre & in 
the presence of sir Richard Ratclif knight, whose seruice 
the protectoure specially vsed in the counsail, and in the 
execution of suche lawlesse enterprises, as a man that had 
bene longe secrete with hym, hauyng experience of the 
world & shrewed wytte, shorte and rude in speche, rough 
and'boysterous of behauour, bold in mischiefe, as farre from 
pytie as from all feare of God. 

* This knight brought these foure persons to the scaffolde 
at the daye apoincted, & shewed to all the people that they 
were traitours, not sufferyng the lordes to speake, & to 
declare their innoce«cy, least their wordes might haue 
enclined men to pytie them and to hate the protectour & 
his part & so without iudgme«t & processe of the lawe 
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caused them to be beheaded without other yearthly gylt, 
but onely y* they were good men and true to the kyng & 
to nye to the quene, insomuch as sir Thomas Vaughan 
goyng to his death sayed, A wo worthe them y* toke the 
prophesie that G. should destroy kyng Edwardes children, 
meanyng y* by the duke of Clare«ce lord George which 
for y* suspicion is now dead, but now remaineth Richard G. 
duke of Gloucester, which now I se is he y^ shall and will 
acco;«plishe the prophesie & destroye kynge Edwardes 
children & all their alyes & fre«des, as it appereth by vs 
this day, v/hom I appele to the high tribunal of God for 
his wrongful murther & our true innocencye. And then 
Ratcliffe sayed, you haue well apeled, lay doune youre head, 
ye q* syr Thomas, I dye in right, beware you dye not in 
wrong, and so that good knight was beheaded and the 
other three, and buryed naked in the monastery at Poumfret.' 

(P- 364.) 
The next extract follows immediately after the account of 

the summoAg of the council to arrange for the corona- 
tion (p. xviii). 

* These lordes^Sagis sittyng cowmonyng of this matter, the 
protectour came-uilemong theim about nyne of the clocke 
salutyng theim curteously, excusyng him self that he had been 
from theim so long saiyng merely that he had been a sleper 
that' daye. And after a litle talkyng with them he sayed to 
the bishopp of Ely, my lorde you haue verye good straw- 
beries in youre garden at Holborne, I require you let vs 
haue a messe of theim. Gladly (my lord q* he) I would I had 
some better thing as redy to your pleasure as that, and 
with that in all hast he sente his seruaunt for a dishe of 
strawberies. The protectour set the lordes faste in com- 
monyng and there vpon prayed theim to spare him alitle, 
and so he departed and came agayn betwene .x. and eleueh 
of the clocke into the chambre all chaunged with a sowi« 
angry countenaunce knittyng the browes, frownyng and 
fretyng and gnawyng on his lips and so set hym doune 



PREFACE, >tXl 

in his place. All the lordes were dismaied and sore mar- 
ueyled of this maner and sodeyne chaunge and what thyng 
should hym ayle. When he had sitten a whyle, thus he 
began : What were they worthy to haue that co»«passe and 
ymagine the destruccion of me beyng so neare of bloud to 
the kyng & protectoure of this his royall realme : At which 
question, all the lordes sate sore astonyed, musyng muche by 
whom the question should be ment, of which euery man 
knew him self clere. 

' Then the lorde Hastynges as he that for the familiaritie 
that was betwene theim, thought he might be boldest with 
. him, aunswered and sayd that they were worthy to be pun- 
ished as heynous traytours what soeuer they were, and all 
the other affirmed the same, that is (q* he) yonder sorceres 
my brothers wife and other with her, raenyng the quene, at 
these wordes many of the lordes were sore abashed whiche 
fauoured her, but the lorde Hastynges was better content in 
hys mynde that it was moued by her then by any other that 
he loued better, albeit hys hart grudged that he was not 
afore made of counsail of this matter as well as he was of 
,the takyng of her kynred and of their puttyng to death, 
whiche were by hys assent before deuysed to be beheaded 
at Pomfrete, this selfe same daye, in the whiche he was 
not ware that it was by other deuised that he hym selfe 
should the same daye be beheaded at London : then 
sayed the protectour in what wyse that sorceresse and 
other of her counsayle, as Shores wyfe with her affinitie 
haue by their sorcery and witchecrafte this wasted my 
body, and therwith plucked vp his doublet sleue to 
his elbowe on hys lefte arme, where he shewed a weryshe 
wythered arme & small as it was neuer other. And ther- 
upon, euery mannes mynde mysgaue theim, well perceyuyng 
that this matter was but a quarell, for well they wist that 
the quene was both to wyse to go about any such folye, 
& also if she would, yet would she of all folke make 
Shores wyfe least of her counsaile whom of all women she 
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most hated as that co;f cubine whom the kyng her husband 
most loued. 

' Alas, there was no manne there but knewe that hys arme 
was euer such sith the day of his birth. Neuerthelesse the 
lorde Hastynges, which from the death of kyng Edward 
kept Shores wife, whom he somwhat doted in the kynges 
lyfe, sauyng it is sayed that he forbare her for reuerence 
towarde his kyng, or els of a certayne kynde of fidelitie 
towarde his frend Yet nowe his hart somewhat gfrudged 
to haue her whom he loued so highly accused, and that as he 
knewe well vntruely, therefore he aunswered and sayed, cer- 
taynly my lorde, yf they haue so done, they be worthy of hey- 
nous punishement, what q* the protectour, thou seruest me 
I wene with yf and with and, I tell the they haue done it, 
ancj that wyll I make good on thy bodye traytour. And 
therewith (as in a great anger) he clappecl his fyste on the 
borde a great rappe, at which token geue», one cried treason 
without the chamber, and therwith a doore clapped, and in 
came rushyng men in hameyes as many as the chamber 
could hold. And anone the protectoure sayed to the lorde 
Hastynges, I arrest the traytoure, what me my lord q*^ he : 
yea the traytoure q* the protectour. And one let flye at the 
lorde Stanley, which shroncke at the stroacke and fell vnder 
the table, or els hys head had bene cleft to the teth, for as 
shortly as he shrancke, yet ranne the blood aboute his eares. 
Then was the Archebishop of Yorke and doctour Morton 
bishopp of Ely & the lorde Stanley taken and diuers other 
whiche were bestowed in dyuers chambers, saue the lorde 
Hastynges (whom the protectour co/wmaunded to spede and 
shryue him apace) for by sainct Poule (q* he) I wyll not 
dyne tyll I se thy head of, it boted hym not to aske why, 
but heuily he toke a priest at auenture and made a shorte 
shrift, for a lenger woulde not be suffered, the protectour 
made so much hast to his dyner, which might not go to it 
tyll this murther were done, for sauyng of hys vngracious 
othe* So was he brought furthe into the grene besyde the 
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chapel within the towre, and his h^ad layed doune on a 
logge of tymber that lay there for buildyng of the chapel, & 
there tyrannously striken of, and after his body and head 
wer enterred at Wyndesore by his maister kyng Edward the 
forth, whose soules lesu pardon. Amen.' (pp. 359, 360.) 

^ Nowe flewe the fame of thys lordes death through the 
cytie and farther about, lyke a wynde in euery mans eare, 
but the Protectoure immediatly after dyner (entending to 
set some colour vpoff the matter) sent in all the haste for 
many substancial men out of the cytie into the Towre, and 
at their Qomrnyng him selfe with the duke of Buckyngham 
stode, harnessed in olde euill fauored briganders, such as no 
vmajt would wene that they would haue vouchesafed to haue 
put on their backes, excepte some sodeyne necessitie had 
constraigned them. Then the lord protector shewed them, 
that the lord Hastynges & other of his conspiracy had con- 
triued to haue sodeynly destroyed hym and the duke of 
Buckyngham there the same daie in counsail, and what they 
entended farther, was not yet well knowen, of whiche their 
treason he had neuer knowledge before .x. of the clocke the 
same forenone, which sodeyn feare draue them to put on 
suche hamesse as came nexte to their handes for their 
defence, and so God holpe them, that the mischiefe turned 
vpon them that woulde haue done it, & thus he required 
them to report. Euery man answered fayre, as though no 
man mistrusted the matter, which of trueth no ma/f beleued. 
Yet for the further appeasyng of the peoples myndes, he 
sent immediatly after dynner an Heralde of armes with a 
proclamacion through the cytie of London which was pro^ 
claymed in the kynges name, that the lord Hastynges with 
diuers other of his trayterous purpose had before conspired, 
the same daye to haue slayne the protectour and the duke 
of Buckyngham sittyng in counsaill, & after to haue taken 
vpon them the rule of the kyng and the realme at their 
pleasure, and thereby to pill and spoyle whom they lyst 
yncomptrolled, & muche matter was deuised in the same 
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proclamacion to the slaunder of the lord Hastynges, as that 
he was an euyll counsailoure to the kynges father, entisyng 
hym to many thynges highly redoundyng to the diminishyng 
of his honoure and to the vniuersall hurte of his realme 
by his euyll compaignie and sinister procuryng and vngracious 
example, aswell in many other thynges as in vicious liuyng 
and inordinate abusyon of his body, bothe with many other 
and especiall with Shores wyfe whiche was one of his secrete 
counsaill of this heynous treason, with whom he laye nightly, 
and namely the night passed next before his death, so that 
it was the lesse marueill yf vngracious liuynge brought hym 
to an vnhappy ende, whiche he was now put to by the 
coxwmaundeme^t of the kyng his highnes and of his honor- 
able and faithfuU counsaile, bothe for his demerites beynge 
so openly taken in his false co^triued treason, and also least 
the delaiyng of his execucion might haue encoraged other 
mischieuous persons parteners of hys conspiracye, to gather 
and assemble them selues together in makyng so great com- 
mocion for hys deliueraunce, whose hope nowe beyng by 
his well deserued death pollytickely repressed, all the realme 
shall by Goddes grace rest in good quyet and peace. Nowe 
was thys proclamacion made within twoo houres after he 
was beheaded, and it was so curiously endyted and so fayre 
writen in Parchement in a fayre sette hande, and therewith 
of it selfe so long a processe, that euery chyld might perceyue 
that it was prepared and studyed before (and as some men 
thought, by Catesby) for all the tyme betwene hys death and 
the proclamacion proclaimyng, coulde skant haue suffyced 
vnto the bare wrytyng alone, albeit that it had bene in 
paper and scribeled furthe in haste at aduenture. So that 
vpon the proclaimyng thereof, one that was scolemayster 
at Paules standyng by and comparyng the shortenesse of 
the tyme with the length of the matter sayed to theim that 
stoode aboute hym, here is a gaye goodly cast, foule cast 
awaye for hast.' (pp. 362, 363.) 
. *When the lord Hastynges and these other lordes and 
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knightes were thus beheaded and ryd out of the waye, then 
the protectour caused it to be proclaymed that the coronacion 
for diuers great and vrgent causes should be deferred till 
the seconde daye of Nouember, for then thought he, that 
whyle men mused what the matter meant, and while the 
lordes of the realme were about him, out of their awne 
strengthes, and whyle no man wyste what to thynke nor 
whom to truste, or euer they should haue tyme and space to 
digest the matter, and make partes, it were best hastely to 
pursue his purpose and put hym self in possession of the 
croune, or menne could haue tyme to deuyse any wyse to 
res3rste. But nowe was all the study, this matter beyng of 
it selfe so heynous might be first broken to the people in 
suche wyse as it might well be taken. To this counsaile 
they toke diuerse such as they thought mete to be trusted 
and likely to be enduced to that parte and hable to stand 
theim in steade, eyther by powre or by polycye. Emong 
whom, they made a counsaile, Edmond Shaa then Mayre 
of London, whiche vpon truste of hys awne auauncement, 
where he was of a proude harte highly desirous, toke on 
him to frame the cytie to their appetite. Of spirituall men 
they toke suche as had wytte, and were in aucthority 
emongest the people for opinion of their leamyng, and had 
no scrupulous conscience. Emongest these had, they toke 
RafTe Shaa clearke brother to the Mayre, & Freer, Pynkie* 
prouinciall of the Augustine Freers, bothe doctours in 
diuinitie, bothe great preachers, bothe of more leamyng 
than vertue, of more fame then leamyng, & yet of more 
leamyng then trueth. For they were before greatly esteemed 
emong the people, but after that, neuer none of these two 
were regarded. Shaa made a sermonde in prayse of the 
Protectour before the coronacion, and Pynkye made one 
after the coronacion, bothe so full of tedious flattery, that 
no good mans eares coulde abyde them, Pynkye in his 
sermonde so loste his voyce that he was fayne to leaue 

> 'frier Penker' in Holin«hed. 



XXvi PREFACE^ 

of and come doune in the middest, Doctoure Shaa by his 
sermonde loste his honesty, and sone after his lyfe, for very 
shame of the worlde, into the whiche he durst neuer after so- 
muche come abroade, but the Freer forced * for no shame^ 
and so it harmed hym the lesse. Howbeit, some doubt and 
many thynke that Pynkey was not of counsaill before the 
coronacion, but after the common maner fell to flattery 
after, namely because his sermond was not incontinent 
vpon it, but at sainct Mary Spittle the Easter after. But 
certayne it is that doctour Shaa was of cou^sail in the 
beginnyng, in so much that they determyned that he should 
fyrst breake the matter in a sermond at Poules crosse, in 
whiche he should by the aucthoritie of hys preachyng 
induce the people to encline to y® protectours ghostly 
purpose. But now was all the laboure and study in the 
deuise of some conuenient pretexte, for which the people 
should be content to depose the prince & accept the pro-* 
tectour for kyng. In which diuerse thinges they deuised, 
but the chief thyng, & the weight of all that inuencion rested 
in this, that they shoulde allege bastardy in kyng Edwarde 
hym selfe, or in his chyldren, or bothe, so that he should 
seme disabled to enherite the croune by the duke of Yorke 
and the prince by him. To lay bastardy in kyng Edward 
sounded openly to the rebuke of the protectours awne 
mother, whiche was mother to them bothe. For in that 
poinct could be none other coloure, but to pretende that his 
awne mother was an auoutresse ^, but neuerthelesse he would 
that poinct should be lesse and more fynely & closely 
handled, not euen fully playne and directely, but touched 
a slope craftely, as though men spared in that poinct to 
speake all the trueth for feare of his displeasure. But that 
other poincte concemyng the basterdy they deuised to 
surmysse in kyng Edward his chyldren, that would he should 
be openly declared and enforced to the vttermost.' (pp. 

364, 365.) 

^ cared. ' adulteress. 
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* After kyng Edwarde the fourthe had deposed kyng Henry 
the sixte and was in peaceable possession of the realme, 
determinyng him selfe to mary (as was requisite) bothe for 
hym selfe and for the realme, he sente therle of Warwike 
& diuerse other noble men in ambassade to the Frenche 
kyng to entreate a manage betwene the kyng and Bona 
sister to the Frenche quene, then beyng in Fraunce. In 
which thyng therle of Warwike founde the parties so 
towarde and willyng, that he spedely without any difficultie 
accordyng to his instruccions brought the matter to a good 
conclusion.' (p. 365.) 

The Chronicler then relates the story of the marriage 
of Edward with the lady Elizabeth Grey, and his narrative 
is the groundwork of tl^e scene in 3 Henry VI. iii. 2. 

* Nowe to retume where I left, as I beganne to shewe 
you, it was by the protector and his counsaill concluded 
that this doctor Shaa should in a sermon at Paules crosse 
signifie to the people that neither king Edwarde hym selfe 
nor the duke of Clarence were lawefuUy begotten, nor wer 
the very children of the duke of Yorke, but begotten 
vnlawefully by other persones by aduoutry of the duches 
their mother. And that dame Elizabeth Lucy was the 
very wife of king Edward, and so prince Edward and all 
the children begotten on the quene wer bastardes.' And 
accordyng to this deuise, doctor Sha the sondaie after 
at Paules crosse in a greate audience (as alwaie a great 
numbre assembled to his preaching) came into the pulpit 
takyng for his Theme, Spuria vitulamina no;f dabunt 
radices altos. Sapien. iiii. that is to sale bastarde slippes 
shall neuer take depe rootes : wherupon when he had 
shewed the great grace that God geueth & secrctely in- 
foundeth in right generacion after y® lawes of matrimony, 
then declared he that those children cox»menly lacked 
y« grace (& for the punishment of their parentes) were 
for y® most part vnhappy which wer gotten in baste, and 
especially in aduoutry, of which (though some by thQ 
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ignorauncie of the worlde and the truthe hid from know- 
lege) haue enherited for a season other mennes landes, 
yet God alwaie so prouideth that it continueth not in 
their bloude longe, but the truethe commynge to lighte 
the rightefuU enheritoures be restored, and the bastard 
slippes plucked vp or it can be rooted depe. And when 
he had laied for the proofe and confirmacion of this sentence, 
examples taken out of the olde testamente and other 
aunciente histories, then began he to discend to the praise 
of the lord Richard duke of Yorke, callyng him father to 
the protectour and declared his title to the croune bi in- 
heritaunce and also by entaile authorised by parliament after 
y* death of kynge Henry the sixte. Then shewed he that 
the lorde protector, was onely the righte heire, of his body 
lawfully begotten. Then declared he that kyng Edward 
was neuer lawfully maried to y« quene, but his wife before 
God was dame Elizabeth Lucy, and so his children wer 
bastardes. And beside that, neither kyng Edward hym 
selfe nor the duke of Clarence (emongest them that wer 
secrete in the duke of Yorkes houshoulde) were neuer 
reconed surely to be the children of the noble duke as those 
that by their fauoures more resembled other knowen menne 
then h}nn, from whose verteous condicions he saied also, 
that king Edwarde was far of. But the lord protector (quod 
he) that veraye noble prince, the speciall patrone of 
knightly prowes, aswell in all princely behaueour as in 
the liniamentes and fauour of his visage representeth the 
very face of y« noble duke his father. This is (quod he) 
the fathers awne figure, this is his awne countenaunce, the 
verie print of his visage, the sure vndoubted ymage, the 
playne expresse likenesse of that noble duke. Now was 
it before deuised that in the speakynge of these wordes, 
the protector shoulde haue come in emongest the people 
to y« sermond ward, to thende that these wordes so metyng 
with his presence, might haue been taken emongest the 
herers, as though the holy ghost had put theim in the 
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preachers tnouthe, and shoulde haue moued the people 
euen there to haue cried, kynge Richard, that it might 
haue been after sayed that he was specially chosen by 
God, and in maner by miracle : but this deuise quayled, 
either by the protectoures negligence or the preachers oure 
hasty diligence. For while the protectoure, founde by the 
waye tariynge, leaste he shoulde haue preuented these 
woordes, the doctour fearynge that he shoulde come or his 
sermon could come to those woordes hastynge his matter 
thereto, he was come to theim and paste theim, and entred 
into other matters or the protectour came, whom when he 
beheld commynge, he sodainly lefte the matter whiche he 
had in hand, and without any deduccyon thereunto out 
of all ordre, and out of all frame began to repete those 
woordes agayne. This is the very noble prince the especiall 
patrone of knightely prowes, whiche aswell in all princely 
behaueoure as in the liniamentes and fauour of his visage 
representeth the veraye face of the noble duke of Yorke 
his father. This is the fathers awne figure, this is his owne 
countenaunce, the very print of his visage the sure vn- 
doubted image, the plain expresse likenesse of that noble 
duke, whose remembraunce can neuer die while he liueth. 
While these wordes were in speakynge, the protectour 
accompaignied with the duke of Buckyngham, went through 
the people vp into the place where the doctors stand where 
they harde oute the sermond : but the people were so far 
from criynge kynge Richard that they stoode as they had 
been turned into stoones for wonder of this shameful! 
sermonde : after whiche once ended y« precher gat hym 
home and neuer after durst Ipke out for shame but kept him 
out of sighte as an owle and when he asked any of his old 
frendes, what the people talked of him, although that his 
awne conscience well shewed hym that they talked no good, 
yet when the other answered hym, that there was in euery 
mannes mouthe of hym muche shame spoken it so strake him 
too the harte that in fewe dayes after he withered awaie. 
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*Thep on the tuesday after next foloyng this sermond, 
beyng the .xvii. day of lune, there came to the Guyld hall 
of London the duke of Buckyngham and diuerse lordes and 
knightes mo then happely knewe the message that they 
brought. And at the east ende of the hal where the 
hoystynges be kepte, the duke and the maire and the other 
lordes sat downe, and the aldermen also, all the commons 
of the citee beeynge assembled and standynge before theim. 
After Bcilence commaunded vpon a greate paine in the pro- 
tectoures name : The duke stode vp and as he was well 
learned and of nature merueilously well spoken, he sayed 
to the people with a cleare and a lowde voyce : Frendes, 
for the zeale and hertie fauoure that we beare you we be 
come to breke of a matter righte greate and weightie, and 
no lesse weightie then pleasyng to God and profitable to 
all the realme, nor to no parte of the realme, more profitable, 
then to you the citezens of this noble citee. For why, the 
thynge that you haue long lacked and as we well know sore 
longed for that you woulde haue geuen greate good for, 
that you would haue gone farre to fetche : that thynge be 
we come hether to bryng you, without your labour pain, 
coste, auenture or ieoperdye. What thynge is that ? Certes 
the surety of your awne bodies, the quiete of your wiues 
and daughters and the sauegarde of your goodes. Of all 
whiche thynges in tyme passed you stoode in doubte. For 
who was he of you all that could recon hym selfe lorde of 
his awne good emongest so many gynnes and trappes wer 
set therfore emong so much pyllyng and pollynge, emonge 
so many taxes and talliages, of the which there was neuer 
ende, and oftymes no nede, or yf any were, it grew rather 
of riote or of vnreasonable waste, then any necessary 
honourable charge, so that there was daily plucked and 
pilled from good and honeste menne greate substaunce of 
goodes, to be lashed out emong vnthriftes, so far furthe that 
fiftenes suffised not, nor any vsuall termes of knowen taxes, 
but vnder an easy name of beneuolence and good will, the 
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commissioners so much of euery manne toke, as no manne 
woulde with his good will haue geuen. As though the name 
of beneuolence had signified that euery manne shoulde paie, 
not what he of hym selfe of his good will lust to graunte, 
but what the king of his good wil lust to take, who neuer 
asked litle, but euery thing was haunsed aboue the measure, 
amerciamentes turned into fines, fines into raunsomes, small 
trespaces into mesprision, mesprision into treason, where of 
I thynke that no manne looketh that we shall remembre 
you of examples by name, as though Burdet were forgotten 
whiche was for a worde spoken, in hast cruelly behedded. 
(This Burdet was a marchau«t dwellyng in Chepesyd at y« 
signe of y® croune which now is y® signe of y* flowre de luse 
ouer against soper lane: This man merely in y® rufflyng 
tyme of kyng Edwarde y^ .iiij. his rage, saied to his awne 
sonne that he would make hym in heritor of y* croune, 
meanyng his awne house : but these wordes king Edward 
made to be mysconstrued, & interpreted that Burdet meant 
the croune of the realme : wherfore within lesse space then 
.iiij. houres, he was apprehended, iudged, drawen and 
quartered in Chepesyde) .... And in that poinct whiche in 
good faithe I am sory to speake of, sauynge that it is vain 
to kepe in counsaill that thynge that all men knoweth, y^ 
kyng his gredy appetite was insaciable, and euery where 
ouer all the realme intoUerable. For no wome» was there 
any where, young or old, poore or riche, whom he sette his 
yie vpo«, whom he any thynge liked either for persone or 
beautie, speche, pace or countenaunce, but without any 
feare of God, or respecte of his honour, murmure, or grudgyng 
of t>ie world, he woulde importunately pursue his appetite 
and haue her, to the distruction of many a good woman, 
and great dolour to their husbandes and frendes, whiche 
beynge honest people of theim selues, so moche regarded 
the cle«nesse of their houses, the chastitle of their wiues 
and children, that theim wer leuer to lose all that thei haue 
beside, then to haue suche a vilanie done to theim .... It 



XXXU PREFACE. 

shall not, I wote well nede, that I reherse vnto you again 
that you al redy haue hearde of hym that can better 
tell it, and of whom I am sure ye will better beleue it.' 
[Buckingham here repeats the arguments brought forward 
by Dr. Shaw to prove the illegitimacy of Edward and his 
children.] 

*The children of kynge Edward the fourth wer neuer 
laufully begotten, for as muche as the kynge (liuynge his 
verie wife dame Elizabeth Lucy) was neuer laufully maried 
to the quene their mother. . . . For lacke of which lawefull 
copulacion and also of other thynges whiche the saied worship- 
full doctor rather signified then fully explaned, and whiche 
thyng shall not be spoken for me, as the thyng that euery 
manne forbeareth to saie that he knoweth, in auoidyng the 
displeasure that my noble lorde protector bearyng as nature 
requireth a filial reuerence to the duches his mother. For 
these causes before remembred I saie, that for lake of issue 
lawfully commynge of the late noble prince Richard duke of 
Yorke, to whose royall bloud the crounes of England and of 
Fraunce, are by the high aucthorite of a parliament entailed, 
the right and title of the same is by iuste course of enherit- 
aunce according to the common lawe of this lande, deuoluted 
and come vnto the moste excellent prince the lord pro- 
tectoure, as to the very lawfuU begotten sonne of the fore 
remembred noble duke of Yorke. Whiche thynge well 
considred and the knightely prowesse with many vertues 
whiche in his noble persone singulerely dooe habounde : 
The nobles and commons of this realme, and specially of 
the North partes, not willing any bastard bloud to haue the 
rule of the land, nor the abusions in the same before vsed 
and exercised any longer too continue, haue fully con- 
discended and vtterly determined too make humble peticion 
vnto the puisaunte prince the lorde protectour, that it may 
like his grace at our humble request, to take vpon hym the 
guydyng and gouernaunce of this realme .... When the 
duke had saied and loked that the people whom he hoped 
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that the Maire had framed before, shoulde after this 
flatterynge preposicion made, haue cried kynge Richarde, 
kynge Richarde, all was still and mute and not one woorde 
answered to : wherwith the duke was maruelously abashed, 
and takynge y« Maire nere to hym, with other that wer 
aboute hym priuy to the matter, saied vnto theim softely. 
What meaneth this, that the people be so still ? Sir quod 
the Maire, percase they perceiue you not well, that shall 
we amend quod he, if he that wil helpe, and therwith some- 
what lowder rehersed the same matter again, in other ordre 
and other woordes so well and ornately, and neuerthelesse 
so euidently and plaine with voice, gesture, & countenaunce 
so comely and so conuenient, that euery man much mar- 
ueiled that hard him and thought that they neuer harde 
in their Hues so euill a tale so well told. But wer it for 
wonder or feare, or that eche loked that other should speake 
firste, not one word was there answered of all the people 
that stoode before, but all were as still as the midnight 
not so much as rounyng * emong them, by which they might 
seme once to common* what was best to do. When the 
Maire sawe this, he with other parteners of the counsaill, drew 
about the duke and saied that y« people had not been accus- 
tomed there to be spoken to, but by the Recorder, which is 
the mouthe of the citee, and happely to hym they will an- 
swere. With that the Recorder called Thomas Fitz Wyllyaw/, 
a sadde manne and an honeste, which was but newly come 
to the office, and neuer had spoken to the people before, 
and loth was with that matter to begyn, notwithstanding, 
there vnto commaunded by the Maire, made rehersall to 
the commons of that which the duke had twise purposed 
hym self, but the recorder so tempered his tale that he 
shewed euery thyng as the duke his woordes were and no 
parte of his owne, but all this no chaunge made in the 
people, whiche alway after one stoode as they had been 
amased. Whe|:e vpon, the duke rouned with the Maire and 

■ 

' whispering. ' converse about, discuss. 

C 
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said, this is a inaru«ilous obstinate scilence, and there with 
turned too the people again with these woordes. Deare 
frendes, we come to moue you to that thyng whiche para- 
uenture we so greately neded not, but that the lordes of 
this realme and commons of other partes might haue suffised, 
sauying suche loue we beare you, and so muche set by you, 
that we would not gladly do without you, that thyng in 
whiche to be parteners is youre weele and honoure, whiche 
as to vs semeth you se not or waye not : Wherfore we require 
you to giue vs an answere, one or other, whether ye be 
mynded as all the nobles of the realme be, to haue this 
noble prince now protector to be your kyng ? And at these 
wordes the people began to whisper emong them selfes 
secretly, that the voyce was neither loud nor base, but like 
a swarme of bees, till at the last, at the nether ende of the 
hal abushement of the dukes seruauntes and one Nashfeelde 
and other belongynge to the protectoure with some prentices 
and laddes that thrusted into the hall emongest the preace, 
began ^sodainly at mennes backes to crye out as lowde 
as they could, kynge Richard, king Richard, and there 
threwe vp their cappes in token of ioye, and they that stoode 
before cast backe their heddes merueilynge therat, but 
nothing the saied. And when the duke and the Maire saw 
this maner, they wisely turned it to their purpose, and said 
k was a goodly crie and a ioyfuU to here euery man with 
one voyce and no man saiyng nay. Wherefore frendes (quod 
the duke), sith we perceiue that it is all your whole mindes 
to haue this noble man for your king, wherof we shall make 
his grace so efFectuall reporte that we doubt not but that 
it shall redounde to your great wealth and commodite. We 
therefore require you that to morowe ye go with vs and 
we with you to his noble grace to make our humble peticio« 
and request to him in maner before remembred. And ther- 
with the lordes came doune and the compaignie dissolued 
and departed the more part all sad, some with glad sem«> 
blaunce that were not* very merie and some of them that 
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came with the duke not hable to dissemble their sorowe, 
were fain euen at his backe to turne their face to the wall^ 
while the doloure of their hartes braste out of their yies. 

* Then on the morowe the Maire and aldremen and chief 
commoners of the citie in their best maner appareled, 
I ass^mblyng them together at Paules, resorted to Baynardes 
castle where the protectour laie, to which place also ac- 
cordyng too the appoinctment repaired the duke of Buck- 
yngham, and diuerse nobles with hym, besides many 
knygbtes and gentlemen. And there vpon the duke sent 
woorde to the lord protectoure of the beyng there of 
9. greate honourable compaignie to moue a greate matter 
to his grace. Where vpon the protectoure made greate 
difficultie to come doune to theim, except he knewe some 
parte of their, errande, as though he doubted and partely 
mistrusted the commynge of such a numbre to hym so 
sodainely, without any warnyng or knowlege, whether they 
came for good or harme. Then when the duke had shewed 
this too the Mayre and other, that they might thereby 
se how litle the protectour loked for this matter, they 
sente again by the messenger suche loi^ynge message, and 
there with so humbly besought hym to vouchsafe that the 
might resort to his presence to purpose their entent of which 
they would to none other persone any part disclose. At 
the last he came out of his chambre, and yet not doune 
to theim, but in a galary over them with a bishop on euery 
hand of him, where they beneth might se him and speke 
to him, as though he would not yet come nere them til 
he wist what they meant. And there vpon, the duke of 
Buckingham first made humble peticion to him on the 
behalfe of theim all, that his grace would pardon theim 
and licence them to purpose vnto his grace the entent of 
their commyng without his displeasure, without which par- 
don obteined, they durst not be so bold to moue him of that 
matter. In which, albeit they meant as muche honour to 
his grace as wealth to all y^ realm beside^ yet were they 

c 2 
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not sure how his grace would take it, whom they would 
in no wise offend. Then the protectour, as he was very 
gentle of hym self and also longed sore apparantly to know 
what they meant, gaue him leaue to purpose what him 
liked, verely trustynge for the good mind that he bare them 
all none of theim any thyng woulde entende to hym warde, 
wherewith" he thought to be greued. When the duke had 
this leaue and pardon to speake, then wexed he bold to 
shew hym their entente and purpose, with all the causes 
mouyng theim thereto, as ye before haue heard. And 
finally, to beseche his grace that it would like him of his 
accustomed goodnesse and zeale vnto the realm now with 
his yie of pitie to behold the long continued. distresse and 
decaie of the same, & to set his gracious hand to the 
redresse and amendemente thereof by takypge vpon hym 
the croune and gouemaunce of the realme accordyng to 
his right and title laufuUy discended vnto him, & to the 
laud of God, profite and surety of the land, and vnto his 
grace so muche the more honor and lesse pain, in that 
y* neuer prince reigned vpon any people that wer so glad 
to Hue vnder his obeisau;ice as the people of this realme 
vnder his. 

*When the protector had heard the proposicion, he 
loked very strangely therat and made answer, that albeit 
he knewe partely the thynges by theim alleged to be true, 
yet such entiere loue he bare to kynge Edward and his 
children, and so much more regarded his honour in other 
realmes about, then the croune of any one, of which he 
was neuer desyrous, so that he could not find in his harte 
in this poinct to incline to their desire, for in al other 
nacions where the truth were not wel knoweii, it shoulde 
parauenture be thought that it were his awne ambicious 
mynde and deuise to depose the prince and to take 
hym selfe the croune, with which infamy he would in no 
wise haue his honour steined for any croune, in which he 
liad euer perchaunce perceyued much more .labour and. 
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pein, then pleasure to him that so would vse it as he that 
would not and were not worthy to haue it Notwithstand- 
ing, he not onely pardoned them of the mocion that they 
made him, but also thanked them for the loue and harty 
fauour they bare hym, praying them for his sake to beare 
the same to the prince vnder whom he was and would be 
content to Hue and with his labour & counsaill as far 
as it should like the king to vse it, he woulde doo his 
vttermoste deuoier to sette the realme in good estate which 
was all redye in the litle tyme of his protectourship (lauded 
be God,) wel begon^ in that the malice of such as wer before 
y« occasion of the contrary and of new entended to be, wer 
now partely by good policy, partely more by God his 
speciall prouidence, then mannes prouision, repressed and 
put vnder. 

* Vpon this answer geuen , the duke of Buckyngham by 
the protector his licence a litle rounded ^, as well with other 
noble men about him as with the maire and recorder of 
London, And after that (vpon like perdo« desired and 
obteined) he shewed aloude vnto the protectour, for a 
finall conclusion that the realme was appointed * that kynge 
Edward his line should no longer reigne vpon them, both 
that they had so far gone that it was now no suretee to 
retreate (as for that thei thought it for y® weale vniuersal to 
take y* way, although thei had not yet begon it.) Wher- 
fore if it would like his grace to take the croune vpon him, 
they would humbly beseche him therunto, and yf he would 
geue theim a resolute answere to the contrary (which the 
would be loth to here) then must they seke and shoulde 
not faill to find some other noble man that would. These 
wordes much moued the protector, which as euery man 
of small intelligence may wit would neuer haue enclined 
thereto : but when he sawe there was none other way but 
that he must take it, or els he and his both to go from it, 
he saied to the lordes and commons, sithe it is wee per- 
' whispered. * determined. 
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ceiue well tliat all the realme is so set (wherof we bee 
very sory) that they will not suffre in any wise kynge 
Edward his line to goueme theim, whom no man earthely 
can goueme against their willes : And we also perceiiie 
that no manne is there to whome the crowne can by so 
iuste title appertaine as to oure selfe as very righte heire 
laufuUy begotten of the body of our most dread and dere 
father Richard late duke of Yorke to which title is now 
io^Tied your election, the nobles and commons of the 
realme, which we of all titles possible take for mooste 
effectual, we be content ,and agree fauourably to encline 
to your peticion & request, and accordynge to the same, 
here we take vpon vs the royall estate of preheminence 
and kyngdome of the twoo noble realmes, Englande and 
Fraunce, the one from this day forwarde by vs and our 
heires to rule, goueme and defende, the other by God his 
grace and your good helpe to get again, subdue and es- 
tablishe for euer in dewe obedience vnto this realme of 
Englande, the auauncement whereof we neuer aske of God 
longer to Hue then we entende to procure and sette furthe. 
With this there was a greate cry and shoute, criyng kyng 
Richard and so the lordes wente vp to the kynge, and so 
he was after that daie called.* (pp. 367-374.) 

The coronation of Richard and his queen, which took 
place on Sunday, 6 July, 1483, in Westminster Abbey, is 
described both by Hall and Holinshed. 

*The duke of Buckingham with the rod of the high 
stuarde of Englande bare the kyng his train.' (Hall, p. 375.) 

* Kyng Richard after his coronacion,- takyng his waie to 
Gloucester, to visite in his newe honoui: the towne, of whiche 
he bare the name of old, deuised as he roade to fulfill that 
thyng which he before had intended. And forasmuch as his 
mynd gaue him that his nephewes liuynge, men woulde not 
recon that he coulde haue righte to the realme, he thoughte 
therefore without dehiie to rid them, as though the killynge 
of his kynsmen mighte ende his cause, and 1 make hym 
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kyndely kyng. Where vpon he sent Ihon'Grerie, whom he 
specially trusted, vnto sir Robert Brake«bury constable of 
the tower, with a letter and credence also, that the same sir 
Roberte in any wyse should put the two children to death. 
This Ihon Grene dyd his errand to Brakenbury, knelynge 
before oure lady in the Towre, who plainly answered that 
he woulde neuer put them to deathe to dye therefore. With 
the which answere Grene returned, recomptyng the same to 
kynge Richard at Warwyke yet on his ioumey, wherwith he 
toke suche displeasure and thoughte that the same night 
he sayde to a secrete page of his : Ah, whom shall a man 
truste : they that I haue brought vp my selfe, they that 
I went* woulde haue moost surely serued me, euen those 
fayle me, and at my commaundemente wyll do nothynge for 
me. Syr quod the page, thew lieth one in the palet chambre 
with out that I dare wel say, to do your grace pleasure the 
thing were right hard that he would refuse, meanyng this by 
lames Tirel, which was a man of goodly personage, and 
for the giftes of nature worthy to haue serued a muche better 
prince, yf he had well serued God, and by grace obteyned 
to haue as muche trueth and good wyll, as he had strength 
and wytt. The man had an high harte and sore longed 
vpwarde, not risyng yet so fast as he had hoped, beynge 
hindered and kepte vnder by sir Richarde Ratcliffe and sir 
Willyam Catesbye, which longyng for no more parteners 
of the Princes fauour, namely not for him, whose pride thei 
knewe woulde beare no pere, kept him by secrete driftes out 
of al secrete trust : which thynge this page had well marked 
and knowen : wherefore this occasion offered of very speciall 
frendship spied his tyme to set him forwarde, and suche wyse 
to do him good, that all the enemies that he had (except the 
deuil) could neuer haue done him so much hurte and shame, 
for vpon the pages woordes, kyng Richard arose (for this 
communicacion had he sittyng on a drafte", a conuenient 
carpet for suche a counsail) and came out into the palet 
* weened, thought, * a privy. 
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chambre, where he dyd fynde in bed the sayd lames Tyrell 
and sir Thomas Tyrell of persone like and brethren of 
bloude, but nothyng of kynne in condicions. Then sayd the 
kyng merely to them, what syrs, be you in bed so sone : 
and called vp lames Tyrell, & brake to him secretely his 
mynd in this mischeuous matter, in the which he found him 
nothing straunge. Wherfore on the morowe he sent him to 
Brakynbury with a letter by the which he was commaunded 
to delyuer to the sayd lames all the keyes of the Towre for 
a night, to thende that he might there accomplish the kynges 
pleasure in suche thynges as he there had geuen him in 
commaundement. After which lettre deliuered & the keyes 
receyued, lames appoincted y« next night ensuyng to destroy e 
them, deuisyng before and preparyng the meanes. 

* The prince assone as the Protectour toke vpon hym to 
be kynge, and left the name of protectoure, was thereof 
aduertised and shewed that he should not reigne, but his 
vncle should haue the croune. At which word the prince 
sore abashed beganne to sighe and sayd : Alas I would 
myne vncle would let me haue my life although I lese* 
my kyngedome. Then he that tolde hym the tale vsed him 
with good woordes and put hym in the best conforte that he 
coulde, but furthewith he and his brother were bothe shut 
vp, and all other remoued from them, one called blacke Wyl, 
or Willyam Slaughter onely except, which were set to serue 
them, and iiij. other to see them sure. After whiche tyme, 
the prince neuer tyed his pointes, nor any thyng roughte * of 
hym selfe, but with that young babe his brother lyngered 
in thoughte and heuines, tyll this trayterous dede deliuered 
them of that wretchednes. 

* For lames Tirrel deuised that they shoulde be murthered 
in their beddes, and no bloud shed : to the execution wher- 
of, he appoincted Myles Forest one of the foure that before 
kepte them, a felowe fleshe bred in murther before tyme : 
and to him he ioyned one Ihon Dighton his awne horse* 

* I^fe. . ' recked, cared. 
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keper a bygge broade square and strong knaue. Then al 
the other beyng remoued from them, this Miles Forest and 
Ihon Dighton aboute mydnight, the sely children liyng in 
their beddes, came into y® chauwbre and sodenli lapped * 
them vp amongest the clothes and so bewrapped them and 
entangled them, kepyng doune by force the fetherbed and 
pillowes harde vnto their mouthes, that within a while they 
smorcd* & styfled them, ai^d their breathes failyng, they 
gaue vp to God their innocent soules into the ioyes of heauen, 
leauyng to the tourme^tours their bodies dead in the bed, 
which after the wretches perceyued, firste by the strugglyng, 
with the panges of death, and after long liyng styl to be 
throughly dead, they layd the bodies out vpon the bed, and 
fetched lames Tirrell to see them, which when he sawe them 
perfightly dead, he caused the murtherers to burye them 
at the stayrefoote,metely depe in the grou«de vnder a great 
heape of stones. 

* Then rode lames Tirrel in great hast to kyng Richard, 
and shewed him all the maner of the murther, who gaue him 
great thankes, and as men saye, there made hym knighte, 
but he allowed not their buriall in so vile a corner, saiyng, 
that he would haue them buried in a better place because 
they were a kynges sonnes.' (pp. 377, 378.) 

* But when these newes wer first brought to the infortunate 
mother of the dead children yet being in sanctuary, no 
doubte but it strake her to her harte, like the sharpe darte 
of death : for when she was first enformed of the murther 
of her .ii. sonnes, she was so sodainly amasyd with the 
greatnes of y® crueltie that for feare she sounded ^ and fell 
doune to the ground, and there lay in a great agonye like 
to a deade corps. And after that she came to her memory 
and was reuyued agayne, she wept and sobbyd and with 
pitefuU scriches she replenished the hole mancion, her breste 
she puncted, her fayre here she tare and pulled in peces & 
being ouercome with sorowe & pensiuenes rather desyred 

* wrapped. .^ smothered. • swoon'id. 
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death tlien life, calling by name diuers times her swete 
babes, accomptyng her self more then madde that she 
deluded by wyle and fraudulente promises dclyuered her 
yonger sonne out of the sanctuarie to hys enemye to be 
put to death, thinkynge that next the othe made to God 
broke«, & the dewtie of allegiaunce toward her children 
violated, she of all creatures in that poyncte was most 
seduced and disceaued : After longe lamentacion, when she 
sawe no hope of reuengynge otherwyse, she knelyd downe 
and cried on God to take vengeaunce for the disceaytfull 
periurie, as who saide she nothyng mistrusted but once he 
would remember it.' (pp. 379, 380.) 

After endeavouring in vain to induce the duke of Brittany 
to surrender Richmond, Richard had recourse to another 
device. 

* In the meane ceason kyng Richard was crediblye aduer- 
tised what promyses and othes the erle and his co«federates 
had made and swome together at Renes, and how by the 
erles meanes all thenglishme« were passed oute of Britayne 
into Fraunce. Wherfore beynge sore dysmaied and in 
maner desperate, because his craftie cheuesaunce* tooke 
none effect in Brytayne ymagened and deuysed how to 
infringe and disturbe the erles purpose by another meane, 
so that by the manage of lady Elizabeth his nece he shoulde 
pretende no clayme nor tytle to the croune. For he thought 
if that manage fayled, the erles chiefe combe had bene 

clerly cut There came into his vngracious mynde a 

thinge not onely detestable to be spoken of in the remem- 
braunce of man, but much more cruel and abhominable to 
be put in execucion .... He clerely determined to reconcile 
to his fauoure his brothers wife quene ElizabeA either by 
faire woordes or liberall promises, firmely beleuynge her 
fauoure once obteined that she would not sticke to conmnite 
and louyngly credite to him the rule and gouemaunce both 
of her and her daughters, and so by that meanes the erte 

^ negotiation. 
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of Richemohde of "the affinite of his nece should be vtterly 
defrauded and beguyled. And yf no ingenyous remedye 
coulde be otherwise inuented to saue the innumerable mis- 
chiefes whiche were euen at hand and like to falle, yf it 
shoulde happen quene Anne his wife to departe oute of 
this presente worlde, then he him selfe woulde rather take 
to wife his cousyn and nece the lady Elizabeth, then for 
lack of that affinite the whole realme shoulde runne to ruyne, 
as who said, that yf he once fell from his estate and dignite, 
the ruyne of the realme must nedes shortely ensue & folowe. 
Wherfore he sent to the quene beynge in sanctuarye diuerse 
and often messengers, whiche firste shoulde excuse and 
purge him of all thinges before againste her attempted or 
procured, and after should so largely promes promocions 
innumerable and benefites, not onely to her but also to 
her Sonne lord Thomas Marques Dorcett, that they should 
brynge her yf it were possible into some wanhope ^, or as 
some men saie into a fooles paradise. The messengers 
beynge men bothe of wit and grauitie so persuaded the 
quene with great & pregnaunte reasons, then with fayre 
& large promises, that she began somewhat to relent & 
to geue to theim no defFe eare, in somuche that she faithfully 
promised to submyt & yelde her selfe fully and frankely to 
the kinges will and pleasure. . . . After that kynge Rycharde 
had thus with glorious promyses and flatterynge woordes 
pleased and appeased the mutable mynde of quene Elizabeth 
which knewe nothing lesse then that he moost entended, 
he caused all his brothers daughters to be conueighed into 
his paleys with solempne receauyng, as though with his 
newe familier and louyng entreteinement they should forget, 
and in their myndes obliterate the olde committed iniurie 
and late perpetrate tyrannye. Nowe nothinge was con- 
trariant and obstacle to his pernicious purpose, but that 
his mancion was not voide of his wife, which thinge he in 
anywise adiudged necessary to be done. But there was 

* despair. 
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one thing that so muche feared and dragged him from 
commyttynge this abhominable murther, because as you 
have hearde before he beganne to countrefaycte the ymage 
of a good and well disposed person, and therefore he was 
afeard least y^ sodeine and immature death of his wife once 
openly knowen, he should lese the good and credible opinion 
which the people had of him, without deserte conceaued 
and reported. But in conclusion, euyll councell preuailed 
in a witt lately mynded to mischiefe, and toumed from all 
goodies. So that his vngracious desyre ouercame his 
honest feare. And first to entre into the gates of his ym- 
agened entreprise, he abstayned bothe from the bed and 
companye of his wife. After, he compleyned to dyuerse 
noble men of the realme, of the infortunate sterilite and 
barennes of his wife, because she brought foorth no fruyte 
and generacion of her bodye. And in especiall he accompted 
to Thomas Rotheram archebishop of Yorke (whome lately 
he had delyuered oute of warde and captiuite) these im- 
pedymentes of his quene and dyuerse other, thinkyng that 
he woulde enucleate and open to her all these thinges, 
trustynge the sequele herof to take his effecte, that she 
herynge this grudge of her husband, and takyng therefore 
an inwarde thought, woulde not longe lyue in this worlde. 
Of this the bishoppe gathered (whiche well knewe the 
complexion and vsage of the kyng) that the queues dayes 
were short, and that he declared to certeine of his secrete 
frendes. After this he procured a common rumour (but he 
woulde not haue the author knowen) to be published and 
spred abroade emonge the common people that the quene 
was ded, to thentent that she takyng some co«ceipte of 
this straung fame, should fall into some sodayne sicknes 
or greuous maladye, & to proue if afterward she should 
fortune by y* or any other waies to lese her life, whyther 
y* people would impute her death to the thought or sicknes, 
or therof would laie y® blame to him. Whew y® quene 
heard tell that so horrible a rumour of her death was sprong 
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emongest- the comminaltie, she sore suspected and iuged 
y* world to be almost at an ende with her, and in that 
sorofuU agony, she with lamentable countenaunce and 
sorofuU chere, repaired to the presence of the kyng her 
husband, demaundynge of hym, what it should meane that 
he had iudged her worthy to dye. The kyng aunswered her 
with fare woordes, and with dissimulynge blandimentes and 
flatteryng lesynges comforted her, biddynge her to be of 
good comforte, for to his knowledge she should haue none 
other cause. But howsoeuer y* it fortuned, either by inward 
thought and pensyuenes of hearte, or by intoxicacion of 
poyson (which is affirmed to be most likely) within a few 
daies after, the queue departed oute of this transitorie lyfe, 
and was with dewe solempnite buried in the churche of 
seint Peter at Westminster.' (pp.406, 407.) 

The collapse of Buckingham's rebellion, which is only 
briefly referred to in the play, is told at length by HalL 

*The king was scace .ii. daies ioumey from Salsburie 
when the duke of Buckyngham accompanyed with a greate 
power of wilde Weleshmen, whome he beynge a man of 
that courage and sharpe speche in maner agaynste their 
willes had rather therto enforced and compelled by lordely 
and streite commaundemente then by liberall wayges and 
gentle reteynoure, whiche thinge was the verie occasion why 
they lefte hym desolate and cowardely forsoke hjrm. The 
duke with all his power mershed through the forest 
of deane entendyng to haue passed the riuer of Seueme 
at Gloucester, and ther to haue ioyned in army with the 
courtneys and other Westemmen of his confideracy and 
affinite, which if he had done no doubt but kyng Richard 
had bene in greate ieopardie either of priuacion of his 
realme or losse of his life or both. But se the chau«ce, 
before he could attayne to Seueme side, by force of con- 
tinuall rayne and moysture, the ryuer rose so high that 
yt ouerflowed all the countrey adioynyng, in somuch that 
men were drowned in their beddes, bowses with the extreme 
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violence were ouertumed, childre;^ were caried aboute the 
feldes, swimming in cradelles, beastes were drowned on 
hilles, whiche rage of water lasted continually .x. dayes, in- 
somuch that in the countrey adioynyng they call yt to this 
dale, the greate water, or the duke of Buckynghams 
greate water. By this inundacion the passages were so 
closed that neither the duke could come ouer Seueme to 
his complices, nor they to hym, duryng the whiche tyme, 
the Welshemen lyngerynge ydely and without money, 
vitayle, or wages, sodaynely scaled^ and departed : and 
for all the dukes fayre promyses, manaces and* enforce- 
mentes, they woulde in no wise neither goo farther nor 
abide. The duke thus abandoned and left almost post 
alone was of necessite compelled to fiye, and in his flight 
was with this sodeyne of fortune maruelousely dismayed : 
and beinge vnpurueyed, what councell he shoulde take and 
what waie he shoulde folowe, like a man in despeire not 
knowynge what to do, of verie truste and .confidence con- 
ueyghed him selfe into the house of Homfrey Banaster his 
seruaunt beside Shrewsburie .... But when yt was knowen 
to his adherentes whiche were readye to geue battayle, that 
his hoste was scaled ^ and had lefte hym almoost alone, and 
was iled and could not be founde, they were sodaynely 
amased and striken with a soden feare, that euery man 
like persones desperate shifted for hym selfe and fled, some 
wente to sanctuarye and to solitarie places, some fled by 
see, whereof the mooste parte within a fewe dayes after 
aryued sauely in the duchy e of Britayne.' (p. 394.) 

'While these thynges were thus ha«deled and ordred 
in England, Henry Earle of Richemond prepared an army 
of fyue thousande manly Bryton^, and fortie wele fumyshed 
shippes. When all thinges were prepared in aredynes and 
the daye of departynge and settynge forwarde was appoynted, 
whiche was the .xii. daye of the. moaeth of October in the 
yere of the incamacion of oure redemer .M. CCCC. XLVHi. 

' dispersed^ 
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[mcccclxxxiii] and in the seconde yere of kynge 
Richardes reigne, the whole annye wente on shipboorde 
and halsed vp their sailes, and with a prosperous wynde 
tooke the sea : but towarde night the wynde chaunged 
and the wether toumed, and so houge and terrible a tempest 
sodaynely roase, that with the verie power and strength 
of the storme, the shippes were disparcled \ seuered and 
separate a sondre : some by force were dryuen into Nor- 
mandye, some were compelled to retourne agayne into 
Britayne. The shippe wherein the Earle of Rychemonde 
was, associate onely with one other barcke was all nyghte 
tossed and turmoyled. In the mornynge after when the 
rage of the furious tempest was assuaged, and the Ire of 
the blusterynge wynde was some deale appeased, aboute 
the houre of none thesame daye, the erle approched to 
the southe parte of the realme of England even at the 
mouthe of the hauen of pole in the c'ountie of dorcet, 
where he mighte playnely perceaue all the se bankes and 
shores garnished and furnished with men of warre and 
souldiouers appoynted and deputed there to defende his 
arryuall and landynge as before is mencioned. Wherefore 
he gaue streyghte charge and sore commaundemente, that 
no person should once presume to take land and goo to 
the shore, vntill suche tyme as the whole nauye were as- 
sembled and congregate. And while he expected and 
lyngered tariyenge for that purpose, he sente oute a shippe 
bote towarde the lande side to knowe, whyther they whiche 
stoode there in suche a nombre and so well fumysshed in 
apparell defensiue were hys capitall foes and enemyes or 
elles his frendes fautoures and comforters. They that were 
sente in exploracion and message were instantely desyred 
of the men of warre kepynge the coast (whiche thereof 
were before instructed and admonished) to dissende and 
take lande^ aflfirmynge that they were appoyncted by the 
duke of Buckyngham there to awayte and tarie for the 

* scattered. 
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arryuall and landyng of the erle of Richemond, and to 
conduicte sauely to the campe where the duke not far of 
laye enca^^ped with a populous army and an host of great 
strength and vigor, to thentent that the duke and therle 
ioynynge in puyssaunces and forces together, mighte pro- 
secute and chace king Richard beyng destitute of men, 
and in maner desperate and fugityue, and so by that 
meanes and their awne laboures and industrie to obteine 
the ende of their enterprise which they had Uefore be- 
gonne. 

'The erle of Richemonde suspectynge their flaterynge 
requeste to be but a fraud (as yt was in dede) after that 
he perceaued none of his shippes to apere in sight, he 
weied vp his ancors and halsed vp his sayles hauynge a 
prosperous and strenable wynde and a freshe gale sente 
euen by God to delyuer hym from that perell and ieopardie, 
arryued safe and in securitie in the duchy of Normandy, 
where he to refreshe and solace his souldyours and people, 
tooke his recreacion by the space of .iii. dayes, and clerely 
determyned with parte of his companye to passe all by lande 
agayne into Britayne.' (pp. 395, 396.) 

The battle of Bosworth field, Richard's dream, and the 
speeches of Richmond and Richard to their soldiers, are 
all described in Hall. 

*In the mean ceason kyng Richard (whiche was ap- 
poynted nowe to finyshe his last laboure by the very deuyne 
iustice and prouidence of God, which called him to condigne 
punyshemente for his scelerate merites and myscheueous 
desertes) marshed to a place mete for twoo battayles to 
encountre by a village called Bosworth, not farre from 
Leycester, and there he pitched his felde, refreshed his 
souldioures and toke his rest. The fame went that he 
had the same night a dreadful & a terrible dreame, for 
it semed to hym beynge a slepe y* he sawe diuerse ymages 
lyke terrible deuelles whiche pulled and haled hym, not 
sufFer}'ngc hym to take any quyet or rest. The whiche 
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straunge vision not so sodeinly strake his heart with a 
sodeyne feare, but it stuffed his hed and troubled his 
mynde with many dreadful! and busy Imaginacions. For 
incontynent after, his heart beynge almost damped, he 
prognosticated before the doubtful! chaunce of the battaile 
to come, not vsynge the alacrite and myrth of mynde and 
of countenaunce as he was accustomed to do before 
he came toward the battaile. And least that it might 
be suspected that he was abasshed for feare of his enemyes, 
and for that cause looked so piteously, he recyted and 
declared to hys famylyer frendes in the morenynge hys 
wonderful! visyon and terrible dreame. But I thynke this 
was no dreame, but a punccion and pricke of his synfull 
conscience .... Now to retorne againe to oure purpose, y** 
next daie after, kyng Richard bejmg furnished w* men & 
all abilime«tes of warr, bringyng all his men out of there 
camp into y® plaine, ordered his forward in a marueylous 
length, in which he appointed both horsemen & footmen 
to thentewt to emprynte in y« hartes of them y* loked a farre 
of, a sodeine terror & deadlie feare, for y^ great multitude 
of y® armed souldiours : & in the fore Frount he placed y® 
archers like a strong fortified trench or bulwarke : ouer this 
battaile was captain Ihon duke of Norfolke with whom was 
Thomas erle of Surrey his sonne. After this long va«tgard 
folowed king Richard him self, w* a strong cowpaigny of 
chosen & approued me« of warr, hauyng horsmen for wynges 
on both y« sides of his battail. 

-After y* therle of Richmond was departed from y® com- 
municacio« of his frendes as you haue harde before, he 
began to be of a better stomake & of a more valiant courage, 
& w* all dilige«s pitchid his feld iuste by y® cajnp of his 
enemies, & there he lodged y* night. In the morning be 
time he caused his men to put on there armure & appareyl 
them selfes redy to fight & geue battail, & sent to y® lord 
Stanley (which was now come w* his ba«de in a place 
indifferently betwene both y® armies) requiryng him w* his 
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men to approche nere to his army & to help to set y« 
souldiours in array, he answered y* therle should set his 
awne men in a good order of battaile, while he would array 
his cowpaigny, & comme to him in time conuenient. Which 
answere made otherwise then therle thought or would haue 
iudged, considering y« oportunite of the time & the waite 
of y« busines, & although he was there w*all, a litle vexed, 
began somewhat to hang y® hedde, yet he w*out any time 
delaiyng compelled by necesgite, after this maner instructed 
& ordred his men. He made his forward somewhat single 
and slender, accordyng to y« small nowber of his people. 
In y® Frount he placed the archers, of whome he made 
captain Ihon erle of Oxford : to the right wyng of y« battaill 
he appoynted, sir Gylbert Talbott to be y« leder: to y® 
left wing he assigned sir Ihon Sauage, & he w* y® aide 
of y® lord Stanley accompaignied with therle of Penbroke 
hauyng a good compaignie of horsmen and a small nomber 
of footmen : For all his hole nowber exceded not .v. thousaide 
men beside the powr of the Stanleys, wherof .iij. thousande 
were in the felde vnder the sta/^dard of sir William Stanley : 
The kynges nomber was doble as muche & more.' (pp. 413, 

414.) 

Of Richard's speech the play only gives us the peroration, 
the- material for which was supplied by the chronicler. 

* You se also, what a no»«ber of beggerly Britons & faynte 
harted Frenchmen be with hym arriued to distroy vs our 
wyfes and children. Which Imminent mischifes & ap- 
paraunt inco»uenientes, if we wil withstond & refel, we must 
Hue to gether like brethem, fight together like lions, & feare 
not to dye together lyke men. And obseruyng and kepyng 
this rule and precept, beleue me, the fearefull hare neuer 
fled faster before the gredy greyhound, nor y® sylye larke 
before y® sparow hauke, nor the symple shepe before the 
rauenous wolfe, then your proud bragging aduersaries as- 
to«ned & amased with y® only sight of your manly visages, 
will flee, ronne & skyr out of the felde. For yf you consider 
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and wisely ponder al things in your minde, you shall per- 
ceyue that we haue manifeste causes, and apparant tokens 
of triumph and victorie. And to begyn with the earle of 
Richmond Captaine of this rebellion, he is a Welsh mylke- 
soppe, a ma^ of small courage and lesse experience in 
marcyall actes and feates of war, brought vp by my brothers * 
meanes and myne like a captiue in a close cage in the 
court of Fraunces duke of Britaine, and neuer saw armie, 
nor was exercised in marcial affaires, by reason whereof 
he neither can nor is able on his awne will or experience 
to guyde or rule an hoste. For in the wyt and pollicie of 
the capitaine, consisteth the chefe adeption of the victory 
and ouerture ' of the enemyes. Secondarely feare not and 
put a way all doubtes, for when y® traitors & runagates of 
our realme, shall see vs w* banner displaied come against 
them, reme/«bryng there oth promise & fidelitie made vnto 
vs, as to ther souereigne lord & anoynted kyng, they shal 
be so pricked & stimulate in y® botome of there scrupulous 
consciences y* they for very remorce & dread of y® diuine 
plage will either shamefully flye, or humbly submitte them 
selfes to our grace and marcie. And as for the Frenshme;^ 
& Brytons, there valia«tnes ys suche, y* our noble pro^ 
genitors & your valiaunt pare«tes, haue them oftener 
vanquished & ouercome in one moneth, then they in y® 
beginnyng imagened possible to co^passe & fynishe in a 
hole yere. What wil you make of them, braggers w*out 
audacite, dronkards w*out discrescion, rybaudes' w^out 
reason, cowardes w*out resistyng & in conclusion y® most 
effeminate & lasciuious people, y* euer shewed them selfes 
in Frunt of battaile, ten tymes more coragious to fly & 
escape then ons to assaut y® brest of our stronge & populous 
army. Wherfore, consideryng al these auau«tages, expell 
out of your thoughts all doutes & avoide out of your mindes 
al feare, & like valiaunt champions auau;2ce furth your 

* 'mothers* in HoIinshied*s second edition, • overthrow. 
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standards, & assaye whither your enemies can decide & trie 
y^ title of battaile by dent of swerde, auaunce (I say againe) 
forward my captains, in whom lacketh neither poUicie 
wisdome nor puissaunce. Euery one gyue but one suer 
stripe, & suerly y« iorney is ours. What preuayleth a ha^d- 
full to a hole realme : desiryng you for y® loue y* you beare 
to me, & y® afFeccion y* you haue to your natiue and natural 
cou«trey, & to y« sauegard of your prince & your self 
y* you wyll this day take to you your accustumed corage, 
& couragious spirites for y® defence & sauegard of vs all. 
And as for me, I assure you, this day I wil triuwphe by 
glorious victorie, or suffer death for immortal fame. For 
thei be maihmeed & out of y® palice of fame disgraded, die«g 
w*out renoune, which do not as much preferre & exalte y* 
perpetual honor of their natiue couiftrey, as ther awne 
mortal & transitorie life. Now sent George to borowe, let 
vs set forward, & remewber well y* I am he which shall 
w* high auauncementes, rewarde & preferre ye valiaunt & 
hardy champions, & punishe and turment the shameful 
cowardes & dreadfuU dastardes.' (pp. 415, 416.) 

In Richmond's speech there is less resemblance to the 
chronicle, but the latter was no doubt in the mind of the 
writer as the following extracts will shew. 

* Our cause is so iuste that no enterprice can be of more 
vertue, bothe by the lawes diuine and ciuile, for what can 
be a more honest, goodly or Godly quarell then to fight 
agaynste a Capitayne, beynge an homicide and murderer 
of hys awne bloude and progenye ? An extreme destroyer 
of hys nobylytie, and to hys and oure countrey and the 
poore subiectes of the same, a deadly malle, a fyrye brande 
and a burden vntoUerable ? besyde hym, consyder who be 
of his bande and compaignye, suche as by murther and 
vntreuthe committed agaynste there awne kynne and lynage, 
ye agaynste theyr Prynce and souereygne Lorde haue 
disheryted me and you and wrongefuUy deteyne and vsurpe 
ouer lawefuU patrymonye and lyneall inherytaunce 
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Besyde this I assure ydu that there be yonder in that 
great battaill, men brought thither for feare and not for 
loue, souldiours by force compelled and not w* good will 
assembled : persons which desyer rather the destruccion 
then saluacion of ther master and Captayn : And fynally 
a multitude : wherof the most part will be our frendes and 
the lest part our enemies. . . . And this one thyng I assure 
you, that in so iuste and good a cause, and so notable a 
quarell, you shall fynde me this daye, rather a dead carion 
vppon the coolde grounde, then a fre prisoner on a carpet 
in a laydes chamber.' (pp. 417, 418.) 

* He had scantly finyshed his saienge, but the one armye 
espyed the other, lord how hastely the souldioures buckled 
their healmes, how quikly the archers bent their bowes 
and frushed theire feathers, how redely y* byllmen shoke 
there bylles and proued there staues, redy to approche & 
ioyne when the terrible trompet should sownde the bluddy 
blast to victorie or death. Betwene both armies ther was 
a great marrysse which therle of Richemond left on his 
right hand, for this entent that it should be on that syde 
a defence for his part, and in so doyng he had the sonne 
at his backe and in the faces of his enemies. When kynge 
Richard saw the earles compaigriie was passed the mar- 
resse, he commaunded with al hast to sett vpon them, then 
the trompettes blew & the souldiours showted and the 
kyngs archers couragiously let fly there arrowes, the erles 
bowme« stode not still but paied them home againe. The 
terrible shot ons passed, the armies ioyned, & game to 
hande strokes, where nother swerde nor byll was spared 
at whiche encounter the lord Stanley ioyned with therle. 
The erle of Oxforde in the meane season feryng lest while 
his co^^paignie was fightyng, they should be compassed & 
circuwuented w* y« multitude of his enemies, gaue com- 
mau/ideme«t in euery ranke y* no man should be so hardy 
as go aboue .x. fote from y^ standard, whiche co;;2maunde- 
ment ons knowen^ they knit them selfes together, & ceased 
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a littel from fightyng : the aduersaries sodainly abashed at 
the matter and mystnistynge some fraude or deceate, began 
also to pause and left strikyng, and not against the wylles 
of many whiche had leuer had the kyng destroyed then 
saued, and therfore they fought very faintlye or stode stiL 
Therle of Oxforde bringing all his bend together on the 
one part, set on his ennemies freshly, agayne, the aduersaries 
perceiuyng that, placed ther men slender and thyne before 
and thicke and brode behynde, begynnynge againe hardely 
the battaill. While the two forwardes thus mortallye fought, 
eche entendyng to vanquishe & conuince y® other, kyng 
Richard was admonished by his explorators and espialles, 
y* therle of Richmond accompaignied with a small nomber 
of men of armes was not farre of, & as he approched and 
marched toward him, he perfitely knew his personage by 
certaine demonstracions & tokens whiche he had learned 
and knowen of other. And being inflamed with ire and 
vexed w* outragious malice, he put his spurres to his horse 
& rode out of the syde of y« range of his battaile, leuyng the 
auantgardes fightyng, & like a hungery lion ran with spere 
in rest toward him. Therle of Richemond perceyued wel 
the king furiusly commyng toward him, and by cause the 
hole hope of his welth and purpose was to be determined 
by battaill, he gladly proferred to encountre with him body 
to body and man to man. Kyng Richard set on so sharpely 
at the first Brouwt y* he ouerthrew therles standarde, and 
slew Sir William Brandon his standarde bearer (whiche was 
father to sir Charles Brandon by kynge He«ry y« vill. 
created duke of Suffolke) and matched hand to hand w* 
sir Ihon Cheinye, a man of great force & strength which 
would haue resisted him, & the saied Ihon was by him 
manfully ouerthrowen, and so he making open passage by 
dent of swerde as he went forward, therle of Richmond 
with stode his violence and kept him at the swerdes poincte 
without auantage longer then his compaignons other thought 
or iudged, which beyng almost in dispaire of victorie, were 
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sodainly recomforted by Sir William Stanley, whiche came 
to succours with .iii. thousand tall men, at whiche very 
instant kynge Richardes men were dryuen backe and fledde, 
and he him selfe manfully fyghtynge in the mydell of his 
enemies was slayne and brought to his death as he worthely 
had deserued. 

'In the meane season therle of Oxforde with the aide 
of the Lord Stanley, after no long fight disconfited the 
forward of king Rychard, whereof a greate nomber were 
slayne in the chace and flight, but the greatest nomber 
whiche (compelled by feare of the kyng and not of there 
mere voluntarie mocion) came to the feld, gaue neuer a 
stroke, and hauing no harme nor damage sauely departed, 
whiche came not thyther in hope to se the kynge prosper 
and preuaile, but to here that he shOulde be shamefully 
* confounded and brought to ruyne. 

* In this battaile died fewe aboue the nomber of a thou- 
sande persons : And of the nobilitie were slayne Ihon Duke 
of Norfolke, whiche was warned by dyuers to refrayne from 
the felde, in so much that the nyghte before he shoulde 
set forwarde towarde the kynge, one wrote on his gate. 

lack of Norffolke be not to bolde 

For Dykon thy maister is bought and solde. 

*Yet all this notwithstandynge he regarded more his 
othe his honour and promyse made to king Richard, lyke 
a gentleman and a faythefuU subiecte to his prince absented 
not him selfe from his mayster, but as he faythefuUy lyued 
vnder hym, so he manfully dyed with hym to hys greate 
fame and lawde.' (pp. 418, 419.) 

'When therle had thus obteigned victorie and slain his 
mortal enemie, he kneled doune and rendred to almightie 
God his harty tha/rkes w* deuoute & Godly orisons, be- 
sechyng his goodnes to sende hym grace to auaunce & de- 
fende the catholike fayth & to mayntaine iustice & co/icorde 
amo;xgest his subiectes & people, by God now to his 
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gouemaiwce committed & assigned : Which praier finyshed, 
he replenyshed w* incomperable gladnes, ascended vp to 
the top of a litell mountaine, where he not only praysed 
& lawded his valiaunt souldiours, but also gaue vnto theim 
his harty thankes, w* promyse of co^digne recompence 
for their fidelite & valiauwt factes, willing & commaundyng 
al the hurt & wou«ded persones to be cured, and the 
dead carcases to be deliuered to y® sepulture. Then y« 
people reioysed & clapped ha»des criyng vp to heauen, 
kyng Henry, kyng Henry. When the lord Stanley sawe 
the good will and gratuite of the people he toke the crowne 
of kynge Richard which was founde amongest the spoyle 
in the felde, and set it on therles hed, as though he had 
byne elected king by the voyce of the people as in auncient 
tymes past in diuers realmes it hath been accustomed, and 
this was the first signe and token of his good lucke and 
felicite. I must put you here in remembraunce how that 
kynge Richarde puttynge some diffidence in the lord 
Stanley, which had w* hym as an hostage, the lorde straunge 
his eldest Sonne, which lord Stanley as you haue hearde 
before ioyned not at the firste with his sonne in lawes 
armye, for feare that kynge Richarde would haue slayne 
the Lorde Straunge his heyre. When kynge Richarde was 
come to Boswoorth, he sent a purseuau//t to the lord 
Stanley, commaundyng hym to auaunce forward with hys 
compaignie and to come to his presence, whiche thynge 
yf he refused to do, he sware by Christes passion that he 
woulde stryke of his sonnes hedde before he dined. The 
lorde Stanley aunswered the pursiuaunt that yf the kynge 
dyd so, he had more sonnes a lyue, and as to come to hym 
he was not then so determined : when kynge Richarde 
harde this aunswere he commaunded the lorde Straunge 
incontinent to be behedded, whiche was at that very same 
season when both the armyes had sight eche of other. The 
counsaillers of kyng Richard pondering the time and the 
cause, knowynge also the Lorde Straunge to be innocence 
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of his fathers offence, perswaded the kynge that it was 
now time to fight and not time to execucion, aduisynge 
him to kepe the Lorde Strauhge as a prisoner till the 
battayll were ended, and then at Leyser his pleasure might 
be accomplished. So as God woulde kyng Rycharde en- 
frynged hys holy othe, and the Lorde was deliuered to the 
kepers of the kynges tentes to be kept as a prisoner, whyche 
when the felde was done and their master slayne and 
proclamacion made to knowe were the childe was, they 
submitted them selfes as prysoners to the Lord Straunge, 
and he gently receyued them and brought them to the 
newe proclamed king, where of him and of his Father he 
was receyued with greate ioye and gladnes. After this 
the hole campe remoued with bagg and baggage and 
thesame nyght in the euenyng kynge Henry with great 
Pompe came to the towne of Leycester.* (pp. 420, 421.) 

Although these extracts are taken from Hall only, it is 
evident that the dramatist must have consulted also the 
second edition of Holinshed, which was published in 1586-7. 
To this source we owe the name of Friar Penker (iii. 5. 104), 
which in Hall is Pynkie ; the story of Richard's visit to- 
Exeter (iv. 2. 107-111), and his alarm at the ominous re- 
semblance of Rougemont to Richmond ; and the statement 
in Richard's address to his army that Richmond had been 
maintained in Brittany *at our mother's cost,' an error 
which occurs in the second edition ot Holinshed only. 
On the other hand, Hall alone mentions Burdet's case, to 
which reference is made in iii. 5. 'jd ; in his narrative alone 
Richard presents himself to the Lord Mayor in the gallery 
at Baynard's Castle with a Bishop on either side ; and in 
Hall the scene of Buckingham's execution is the market- 
place at Salisbury, while in Holinshed it was at Shrews- 
bury. 

It will be seen in the course of the Notes to this play 
that the text of the folios differs from that of the quarto 
editions very considerably. It has been no part of my 
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plan to i;ecord all these variations, and I have only men- 
tioned those which seemed more important In what way 
they are to be accounted for is still a matter of dispute, 
and without attempting to invent a new theory to explain 
the inexplicable, I shall content myself with giving the 
views of others and leave the further investigation of the 
question to the speculation of the curious. Premising that 
the first edition of the quarto text appeared in 1597, and 
the first edition of the folio in 1623, the following is the 
statement of the case given by the Cambridge editors, for 
which, however, I have no wish to avoid my share of 
responsibility. 

*The respective origin and authority of the first Quarto 
and first Folio texts of Richard III. is perhaps the most 
difficult question which presents itself to an editor of Shake- 
speare. In the case of most of the plays a brief survey 
leads him to form a definite judgement ; in this, the most 
attentive examination scarcely enables him to propose with 
confidence a hypothetical conclusion. 

'The Quarto, Qi, contains passages not found in the 
Folio, F„ which are essential to the understanding of the 
context : the Folio, on the other hand, contains passages 
equally essential, which are not found in the Quarto. 

'Again, passages which in the Quarto are complete and 
consecutive, are amplified in the Folio, the expanded text 
being quite in the manner of Shakespeare. The Folio, 
too, contains passages not in the Quartos, which though 
not necessary to the sense, yet harmonize so well, in sense 
and tone, with the context that we can have no hesitation 
in attributing them to the author himsel£ 

* On the other hand, we find in the Folios some insertions 
and many alterations which we may with equal certainty 
affirm not to be due to Shakespeare. Sometimes the altera- 
tions seem merely arbitrary, but more frequently they 
appear to have been made in order to avoid the recurrence 
of the same word, even where the recurrence adds to the 
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force of the passage, or to correct a supposed defect of 
metre, although the metre cannot be amended except by 
spoiling the sense. 

* Occasionally we seem to find indications that certain 
turns of phrase, uses of words or metrical licenses, familiar 
enough to Shakespeare and his earlier contemporaries, had 
become obsolete in the time of the corrector, and the 
passages modified accordingly. In short, Richard III. 
seems even before the publication of the Folio to have 
been tampered with by a nameless transcriber who worked 
in the spirit, though not with the audacity, of Colley 
Cibber.' 

The editors then give their view of the pedigree of the 
two texts, which is briefly this. That the quarto was printed 
from a transcript of the author's original manuscript. That 
this original manuscript was revised, corrected and enlarged 
by the author, and that from a transcript of the play so 
revised, the text of the Folio was printed, with occasional 
reference to the third quarto which appeared in 1602. The 
conclusion at which the editors arrive is that, on the whole, 
the text of the Quartos is superior to that of the Folios. 

This theory has been submitted to an elaborate examin- 
ation by Mr. Spedding in the Transactions of the New 
Shakspere Society, 1875-6, and his conclusion is *that where 
express reason cannot be shown to the contrary, the read- 
ings of the Folio ought always to be preferred.' 

Professor Delius (Jahrbuch d. Deutschen Shakespeare 
Gesellschaft, vii.), on entirely different grounds, also 
maintains the superior authority of the Folio readings. 
He believes that the Folios contain the original text of 
Shakespeare, and that the text of the Quartos was made 
from it by an anonymous editor, who for various reasons, 
audaciously tampered both with language and metre. For 
instance, he holds that the smooth lines of the Folio were 
purposely made rugged by the anonymous editor of the 
Quarto, the. alternative supposition being that Shakespeare 
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originally wrote these irregular lines which were made smooth 
at a later time when he himself indulged in a freer metre. 
Indeed Professor Deli us lays it down as a principle, and 
not at all as a paradox, that the more correct versification 
of the Folio, as compared with the frequently incorrect 
versification of the Quarto, is an evidence of the priority 
of the former. 

To shew how differently the same fact may present itself 
to different investigators, I will quote the line, iL 4. 65, which 
stands in the Quartos 

'Or let me die, to look OD deith no more.' 

and in the Folios 

*Or let me die, to look on earth no more.' 

Mr. Spedding calls the change of Meath' to ^ earth' an 
injudicious correction, due in all probability to the printing- 
office. Professor Delius defends 'earth' as the original 
reading, which was altered by the anonymous corrector in 
order to give point to the line by a play on the words ' die ' 
and ' death.' 

In conclusion, after reading very carefully what has been 
advanced on the other side, I see no reason for materially 
changing the opinion which was put forward in the Cam- 
bridge Shakespeare ; and with regard to the opposite 
view of Professor Delius and Mr. Spedding, I would say, 
that yvhile Mr. Spedding may be justified in his inference, 
the reasons . given by Professor Delius must be wrong. 

Richard the Third, although not a play for the closet, has 
always been a favourite upon the stage, and the character 
of Richard has possessed a strong attraction for our greatest 
actors. To this fact Steevens, with great probability, attri- 
butes much of the success of the tragedy. *The part of 
Richard is,' he observes, * perhaps, beyond all others, varie- 
gated, and consequently favourable to a judicious performer. 
It comprehends, indeed, a trait of almost every species of 



PREFACE. Ixi 

character on the stage. The hero, the lover, the statesman, 
the buffoon, the hypocrite, the hardened and repenting 
sinner, &c., are to be found within its compass. No wonder, 
therefore, that the discriminating powers of a Burbage, a 
Garrick, and a Henderson, should at different periods have 
given it a popularity beyond other dramas of the same 
author.' But it must be remembered that the acting play is 
not Shakespeare's Richard the Third but Colley Gibber's. 
It may be that this is an improvement upon the original, but 
it gave occasion to Charles Lamb to say, in his Essay on the 
Tragedies of Shakspeare, ' I am almost disposed to deny to 
Garrick the merit of being an admirer of Shakspeare. A 
true lover of his excellencies he certainly was not ; for would 
any true lover of them have admitted into his matchless 
scenes such ribald trash as Tate and Cibber, and the rest of 
them, that 

"With their darkness durst affront his light," 

have foisted into the acting plays of Shakspeare ? I believe 
it impossible that he could have had a proper reverence for 
Shakspeare, and have condescended to go through that in- 
terpolated scene in Richard the Third, in which Richard 
tries to break his wife's heart by telling her he loves another 
woman, and says, "if she survives this she is immortal" 
Yet I doubt not he delivered this vulgar stuff with as much 
anxiety of emphasis as any of the genuine parts ; and for 
acting, it is as well calculated as any.' 

Archdeacon Hare in his Guesses at Truth, has some 
remarks on what he calls the self-reflective character of 
Shakespeare's villains, and on the difference between his 
earlier and later work, with which this Preface may worthily 
close. 

* If the Will gives itself up to work evil, the Conscience 
ever and anon lifts up its reproachful voice, and smites with 
its avenging sting ; whereupon the Will commands the 
Understanding to lull or stifle the Conscience with its 
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sophistries, and to prove that our moral nature is a mere 
delusion. Hence Shakespeare has made his worst charac- 
ters, Edmund, I ago, Richard, more or less self reflective. 
.... Yet in nothing have the writers of spurious tragedies 
oftener gone wrong, than in their way of making their 
villains proclaim and boast of their villainy. Even poets 
of considerable dramatic genius have at times erred griev- 
ously in this respect, especially during the immaturity of 
their genius ; witness the soliloquies of Francis Moor in 
Schiller's Titanic first-birth. Slow too and reluctant as I 
am to think that anything can be erroneous in Shakespeare, 
whom Nature had wedded, so to say, for better, for worse, 
and whom' she admitted into all the hidden recesses of 
her heart, still I cannot help thinking that even he, not- 
withstanding the firm grasp with which he is wont to hold 
the reins of his solar chariot, as it circles the world, behold- 
ing and bringing out every form of life in it, has somewhat 
exaggerated the diabolic element in the soliloquies of Richard 
the Third.' 

He then compares the lines after the death of Henry the 
Sixth and those in the opening scene of the present play 
with the self-justification of Edmund in Lear, and of lago in 
Othello, and proceeds : — 

*If we compare these speeches with Richard's, and in 
like manner if we compare the way in which lago's plot 
is first sown, and springs, up and gradually grows and ripens 
in his brain, with Richard's downright enunciation of his 
projected series of crimes from the first, we may discern 
the contrast between the youth and the mature manhood 
of the mightiest intellect that ever lived upon earth, a 
contrast almost equally observable in the difference between 
the diction and metre of the two plays, and not unlike 
that between a great river rushing along turbidly in spring, 
bearing the freshly melted snows from Alpine mountains, 
with flakes of light scattered here and there over its surface, 
and the same river, when its waters have subsided into their 
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autumnal tranquillity, and compose a vast mirror for the 
whole landscape around them, and for the sun and stars 
and sky and clouds overhead. 

* It is true, Shakespeare*s youth was Herculean, was the 
youth of one who might have strangled the serpents in 
his cradle. There are several things in Richard's position, 
which justify a great difference in the representation of his 
inward being. His rank and station pampered a more 
audacious will. The civil wars had familiarized him with 
crimes of lawless violence, and with the wildest revolutions 
of fortune. Above all, his deformity, — which Shakespeare 
received from a tradition he did not think of questioning, 
and which he purposely brings forward in both the speeches 
quoted above, — seemed to separate and cut him off from 
sympathy and communion with his kind, and to be a plea 
for thinking that, as he was a monster in body, he might 
also be a monster in heart and conduct. In fact it is a 
common result of a natural malformation to awaken and 
irritate a morbid self-consciousness, by making a person 
continually and painfully sensible of his inferiority to his 
fellows : and this was doubtless a main agent in perverting 
Lord Byron's character. Still I cannot but think that Shake- 
speare would have made a somewhat different use even of 
this motive, if he had re- written the playj^like King John, 
in the maturity of his intellect. Would not Richard then, 
like Edmund and lago, have palliated and excused his 
crimes to himself, and sophisticated and played tricks with 
his conscience? Would he not have denied and avowed 
his wickedness, almost with the same breath? and made 
the ever-waxing darkness of his purposes, like that of night, 
at once conceal and betray their hideous enormity? At 
all events, since the justifications that may be alleged for 
Richard's bolder avowals of his wickedness, result from the 
peculiar idiosyncrasy of his position taken along with his 
physical frame, he is a most unsafe model for other poets 
to follow, though a very tempting one, especially to young 
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poets, many of whom are glad to vent their feelings of the 
discord between their ardent fancies and the actual state 
of the world, in railing at human nature, and embodying its 
evils in some incarnate fiend. Besides the main difficulties 
of dramatic poetry are smoothe'd down, when a writer can 
make his characters tell us how good and how bad he 
designs them to be.' 

WILLIAM ALDIS WRIGHT, 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. London, A street. 

Enter Richard, Duke of Gloucester, solus, 

Glou, Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 
And all the clouds that lour'd upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with victorious* wreaths ; 

B 
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Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 

Grim-visaged war hath smoothed his wrinkled front ; 

And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds lo 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

I, that am rudely stamped, and want love's majesty 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, that am curtailed of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling natiure, 

Deform'd, unfinished, sent before my time 20 

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up. 

And that so lamely and unfashionable 

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them ; 

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time, 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun 

And descant on mine own deformity: 

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain 30 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous. 

By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams. 

To set my brother Clarence and the king 

In deadly hate the one against the other : 

And if King Edward be as true and just 

As I am subtle, false and treacherous. 

This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up. 

About a prophecy, which says that G 

Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 40 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence, guarded^ and Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day: what means this armed guard 
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That waits upon yoiy: grace r 

Clar. His majesty, 

Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glou, Upon what cause? 

Clar, Because my name is George. 

Glou, Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ; 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers : 
O, belike his majesty hath some intent 
That you shall be new-christen'd in the Tower. 50 

But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know? 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for I protest 
As yet I do not : but, as I can learn. 
He hearkens after prophecies and dreams : 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 
And says a wizard told him that by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 
And, for my name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his thought that I am he. 
These, as I learn, and such like toys as these 60 

Have moved his highness to commit me now. 

Glou, Why, this it is, when men are ruled by women: 
nris not the king that sends you to the Tower ; 
My Lady Grey his wife, Clarence, 'tis she 
That tempers him to this extremity. 
Was it not she and that good man of worship, 
Anthony Woodville, her brother there, 
That made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower, 
From whence this present day he is delivered? 
We are not safe, Clarence ; we are not safe. 70 

Clar, By heaven, I think there's no man is secure 
But the queen's kindred and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and Mistress Shote. 
Heard ye not what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery? 

Glou, Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

B 2 
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Ill tell you what : I think it is our. way, 

If we will keep in favour with the king, 

To be her men and wear her livery : 80 

The jealous o'erwom widow and herself, 

Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen. 

Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak, I beseech your graces both to pardon me ; 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge 
That no man shall have private conference, 
Of what degree soever, with his brother. "^ 

^lou. Even so ; an *t please your worship, Brakenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we say : 
We speak no treason, man : we say the king 90 

Is wise and virtuous, and his noble queen 
Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous ; 
We say that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue ; 
And that the queen's kindred are made gentle-folks : 
How say you, sir? can you deny all this? 

Brak. With this, my lord, myself have nought to do. 

Glou. Naught to do with Mistress Shore! I tell thee, 
fellow. 
He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best he do it secretly, alone. 100 

Brak, What one, my lord? 

Glou. Her husband, knave : wouldst thou betray me ? 

Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me, and withal 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. 

Glou. We are the queen's abjects, and must obey. 
Brother, farewell : I will unto the king ; 
And whatsoever you will employ me in. 
Were it to call King Edward's widow sister, 
I will perform it to enfranchise you. no 

Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us welL 
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Glou, Well, your imprisonment shall not be long ; 
I will deliver you, or else lie for you: 
Meantime, have patience. 

Clar, I must perforce. Farewell. 

[Exeunt Clarence, Brakenburyy and Guard. 

Glou, Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er return. 
Simple, plain Clarence 1 I do love thee so. 
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven. 
If heaven will take the present at our hands. 120 

But who comes here? the new-deliver'd Hastings? 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord } 

Glou* As much unto my good lord chamberlain I 
Well are you welcome to the open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment? 

Hast, With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must: 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glou, No doubt, no doubt ; and so shall Clarence too ; 
For they that were your enemies are his, 130 

And have prevail'd as much on him as you. 

Hast, More pity that the eagle should be mew'd, 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glou, What news abroad? 

Hast, No news so bad abroad as this at home ; 
The king is sickly, weak and melancholy, 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 

, Glou, Now, by Sahit Paul, this news is bad indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 

And overmuch consumed his royal person: 140 

'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in his bed? 

Hast, He is. 

Glou, Go you before, and I will follow you. 

\Exit Hastings. 
He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die 
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Till George be pack'd with post-horse up to heaven. 

Ill in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well steePd with weighty arguments ; 

And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live : 150 

Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy. 

And leave the world for me to bustle in! 

For then I'll marry Warwick's youngest daughter. 

What though I killed her husband and her father? 

The readiest way to make the wench amends 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will I ; not all so much for love 

As for another secret close intent, 

By marrying her which I must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market : 160 

Clarence still breathes : Edward still lives and reigns : 

When they are gone, then must I count my gains. [Exz'f, 



Scene II. T/ie same. Another street. 

Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, Gentlemen 
with halberds to guard itj LADY ANNS being the 
mourner, 

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable load, 
If honour may be shrouded in a hearse. 
Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king I 
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood 1 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost. 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughtered son, to 

Stabb'd by the selfsame hand that made these wounds ! 
Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life, 
I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes. 
Cursed be the hand that made these fatal holes I 
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Cursed be the heart that had the heart to do it ! 

Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence ! 

More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads. 

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives ! 20 

If ever he have child, abortive be it. 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 

And that be heir to his unhappiness 1 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

As miserable by the death of him 

As I am made by my poor lord and thee ! 

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load, 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 30 

And still, as you are weary of the weight. 

Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry's corse. 

Enter Gloucester. 

G!ou. Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it down. 

Anpte. What black magician conjures up this fiend. 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Giou. Villains, set down the corse ; or, by Saint Paul, 
I '11 make a corse of him that disobeys. 

Gent My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass. 

Glou, Unmanner'd dog ! stand thou, when I command : 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 40 

Or, by Saint Paul, 111 strike thee to my foot. 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all afraid? 
Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal. 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the deviL 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell ! 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body. 
His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone. 

G/ou. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst 






8 KING RICHARD THE THIRD. 

Anm, Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and trouble 
us not ; S^ 

For^ diou hast made the happy^earth^thxJiellj, 
FilPd it with cursing cries and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 
O, gentlemen, see, see \ dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths and bleed afresh ! 
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ; 
For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells ; 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 60 

Provokes this deluge most uanaturaL 
O God, which this blood madest, revenge his death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his death ! 
Either heaven with lightning strike the murderer dead, 
Or earth, gape open wide and eat him quick. 
As thou dost swallow up this good king's blood. 
Which his hell-govem'd arm hath butchered I 

Glou, Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Anne. Villain, thou know'st no law of God nor man : 
No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity. 71 

G/ou. But I know none, and therefore am no beast 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! 

Glou. More wonderful, when angels are so angry. 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman. 
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, defused infection of a man. 
For these known evils, but to give nie leave, 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 80 

Glou. Faker than tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse mysel£ 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make 
No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glou. By such despair, I should accuse mysel£ 
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Anne, And, by despairing^ shouldst thou stand excused, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 
Which didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glou. Say that I slew them not ? 

Anne, Why, then they are not dead : 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 90 

Glou, I did not kill your husband. 
Anne, Why, then he is alive. 

Glau, Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward's hand. 

Anne, In thy foul throat thou liest : Queen Margaret saw 
Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point 

Glau. I was provoked by her slanderous tongue, 
Which laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Anne, Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind. 
Which never dreamt on aught but butcheries: 100 

Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Glou, I grant ye. 

Anne, Dost grant me, hedgehog? then, God grant me 
too 
Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deedl 
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous I 

Glou, The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him. 

Anne, He is in heaven, where thou shalt never come. 

Glou, Let him thank me, that holp to send him thither : 
For he was fitter for that place than earth. 

Anne, And thou unfit for any place but hell. 

Glou, Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it. 

Anne, Some dungeon. 

Glou, Your bed-chamber. iii 

Anne, 111 rest betide the chamber where thou liest 1 

Glou, So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 

Anne, I hope so. 

Glou, I know so. But, gentle Lady Anne, 



lO KING RICHARD TSE THIAD. 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall somewhat into a slower method^ 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner? 
Anne. Thou art the cause, and most accursed effect 

G/ou. Your beauty was the cause of that effect ; 121 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep 
To undertake the death of all the world. 
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosonu 

Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide. 
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks. 

Giou. These eyes could never endure sweet beauty's 
wreck; 
You should not blemish it, if I stood by : 
As all the world is cheered by the sun. 
So I by that ; it is my day, py life. 130 

Anne. Black night o'ershade thy day, and death thy life ! 

Giou. Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou art both. 

Anne. I would I were, to be revenged on thee. 

Giou. It is a quarrel most unnatural. 
To be revenged on him that loveth you. 

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable. 
To be revenged on him that slew my husband. 

G/au. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband. 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 139 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 

Giou. He lives that loves thee better than he could. 

Anne. Name him. 

Giou. Plantagenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Giou. The selfsame name, but one of better nature. 

Anne. Where is he ? 

Giou. Here. [She spitteth at Aim.] Why 

dost thou spit at me ? 
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Anne, Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake 1 
G/ou, Never came poison from so sweet a place. 
Anne* Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 
Out of my sight ! thou dost infect my eyes. 

Glou, Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 149 
Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike thee dead! 

Glou, I would they were, that I might die at once : 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears, 
Shamed their aspect with store of childish drops : 
These eyes, whidi never shed remorseful tear, 
No, when my Either York and Edward wept. 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made 
When black-faced Clifford shook his sword at him ; 
Nor when thy warlike fother, like a child. 
Told the sad story of my father's death, 160 

And twenty times made pause to sob and weep^ 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedash'd with rain : in that sad time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 
And what these sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
I never sued to friend nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing words ; 
But, now thy beauty is proposed my fee. 
My proud heart sues and prompts my tongue to speak. 

[She looks scornfully at him. 
Teach not thy lips such scorn, for they were made 171 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true bosom. 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke. 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his breast open: she offers at it with his sword. 
Nay, do not pause ; for I did kill King Henry, 
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But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. i8o 

Nay, now dispatch ; 'twas I that stabb'd young Edward, 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[Here she lets faU the sword. 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne, Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy death, 
I will not be the executioner. 

Glau, Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 

Anne. I have already. 

Glau, Tush, that was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and, even with the word, 
That hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 190 

To both their deaths thou shaltbe accessary. 

Anne, I would I knew thy heart 

Clou, 'Tis figured in my tongue. 

Anne, I fear me both are false. 

Glau, Then never man was true. 

Anne, Well, well, put up your sword. 

Glau, Say, then, my peace is made. 

Anne, That shall you know hereafter. 

Glau, But shall I live in hope? 

Anne, All men, I hope, live so. 200 

Glau, Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne, To take is not to give. 

Glau, Look, how this ring encompasseth thy finger. 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 
Wear both ,of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted suppliant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne, What is it? 

Glau, That it would please thee leave these sad designs 
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 211 

And presently repair to Crosby Place ; 
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Where, after I have solemnly interred 
At Chertsey monastery this noble king, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
I will with all expedient duty see you: 
For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 
Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart ; and much it joys me too, 
To see you are become so penitent 220 

Tressel and Berkeley, go along with me. 

Glou. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. 'Tis more than you deserve ; 

But since you teach me haw to flatter you,. 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

\Exeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkeley. 

Glou. Sirs, take up the corse. 

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord? 

Glou. No, to White-Friars ; there attend my coming. 

\Exeunt all but Gloucester. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this humour won ? 
I '11 have her ; but I will not keep her long. 
What ! I, that kill'd her husband and his father, 230 

To take her in her heart's extremest hate. 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes. 
The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 
Having God, her conscience, and these bars against me, 
And I nothing to back my suit at all. 
But the plain devil and dissembling looks, 
^ And yet to win her, all the world to nothing ! 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since, 240 

Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 

A. sweeter and a lovelier gentleman. 

Framed in the prodigality of nature. 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal. 

The spacious world cannot again afford ; 



\^^ 
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And will she yet debase her eyes on me, 

That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet prince, 

And made her widow to a woful bed? 

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety ? 

On me, that halt and am unshs^en thus ? 250 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do mistake my person all this while : 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot| 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

Ill be at charges for a looking-glass. 

And entertain some score or two of tailors. 

To study fashions to adorn my body: 

Since I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. ^ 

But first 1 11 turn yon fellow in his grave ; 26c 

And then return lamenting to my love. 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass. 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. [Exit. 



Scene III. The pailace. r 

Enter QuEEN Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey. 

Riv, Have patience, madam : there 's no doubt his 
majesty 
Will soon recover his accustomed health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse: 
Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort. 
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q, Eliz. If he were dead, what would betide of me ? 

Riv. No other harm but loss of such a lord. 

Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord includes all hamk 

Grey. The heavens have bless'd you with a goodly son, 
To be your comforter when he is gone, 10 

Q. Eliz. Oh, he is young, and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloucester, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
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J^iv. Is it concluded he shall be protector? 

Q, Eliz, It is determined, not concluded yet : ^ 

But so it must be, if the king miscarry. r ^. 

Enter Buckingham and Derby. 

Grey, Here come the lords of Buckingham and Derby. 

Buck, Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 

Der. God make your majesty joyful as you have been ! 

Q. Eliz. The Countess Richmond, good my Lord of 
Derby, 20 

To your good prayers will scarcely say amen. 
Yet, Derby, notwithstanding she's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Der, I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, if she be accused in true report, 
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 

Riv, Saw you the king to-day, my Lord of Derby ? 30 
Der, But now the Duke of Buckingham and I 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 

Q. Elis, What likelihood of his amendment, lords ? 
Back, Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks cheerfully. 
Q, Eliz, God grant him health ! Did you confer with him? 

Buck, Madam, we did : he desires to make atonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloucester and your brothers, 
And betwixt them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 

' Q, Eliz, Would all were well ! but that will never be : 
I fear our happiness is at the highest 41 

Enter GLOUCESTER, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glou, They do me wrong, and I will not endure it: 
Who are they that complain unto the king, 
That I, forsooth, am stem and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly 
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That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours. 

Because I cannot flatter and speak fair. 

Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive and cog. 

Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a rancorous enemy. 50 

Cannot a plain man live and think no hamii 

But thus his simple truth must be abused 

By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 

J^iv. To whom in all this presence speaks your grace? 

G/ou, To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace. 
When have I injured thee? when done thee wrong? 
Or thee ? or thee ? or any of your faction ? 
A plague upon you all! His royal person, — 
Whom God preserve better than you would wish!— 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while, 60 

But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Q, EUs. Brother of Gloucester, you mistake the matter. 
The king, of his own royal disposition, 
And not provoked by any suitor else ; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred. 
Which in your outward actions shows itself 
Against my kindred, brothers, and myself. 
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and to remove it. 

Glou, I cannot tell; [the world is grown so bad, 70 
That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch^ 
Since every Jack became a gentleman. 
There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, brother 
Gloucester ; 
You envy my advancement and my friends': 
God grant we never may have need of you I 

Glou, Meantime, God grants that we have need of you : 
Our brother is imprison'd by your means, 
Myself disgraced, and the nobility 

Held in contempt ; whilst many fair promotions 80 

Are daily given to ennoble those 
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That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble. 

Q. Eliz, By Him that raised me to this (Careful height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 
I never did incense his majesty 
Against the Duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shameful injury, 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 

Glau, You may deny that you were not the cause 90 
Of my Lord Hastings' late imprisonments 
Rtv, She may, my lord, for — 

Clou. She may. Lord Rivers ! why, who knows not so ? 
She may do more, sir, than denying that: 
She may help you to many fair preferments, 
And then deny her aiding hand therein. 
And lay those honours on your high deserts. 
What may she not? She may, yea, marry, may she, — 

Riv, What, marry, may she? 

Glou, What, marry, may she ! marry with a king, 100 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 
I wis your grandam had a worser match. 

Q, Eliz, My Lord of Gloucester, I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs : 
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty 
With those gross taunts I often have endured. 
I had rather be a country servant-maid 
Than a great queen, with this condition. 
To be thus taunted, scom'd, and baited at: 

Enter Queen Margaret, behind. 

Small joy have I in being England's queen. no 

Q, Mar. And lessened be that small, God, I beseech 
thee ! 
Thy honour, state and seat is due to me. 

Glou, What ! threat you me with telling of the king ? 
Tell him, and spare not : look, what I have said 
i will avouch in presence, of the king: 
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I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 
'Tis time to • speak ; my pains are quite forgot. 

Q. Mar, Out, devil ! I remember them too well : 
Thou slewest my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 120 

Glou, Ere you were queen, yea, or your husband king, 
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs ; 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends : 
To royalise his blood I spilt mine own. 

Q, Mar. Yea, and much better blood than his or thine. 

Glou, In all which time you and your husband Grey 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster ; 
And, Rivers, so were you. Was not your husband 
In Margaret's battle at Saint Alban's slain? 130 

Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 
What you have been ere now and what you are; 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q, Mar, A murderous villain, and so still thou art. 

Glou, Poor Clarence did forsake his father, Warwick : 
Yea, and forswore himself, — ^which Jesu pardon I — 

Q, Mar, Which God revenge ! 

Glou, To fight on Edward's party for the crown ; 
And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up. 
I would to God my heart were flint, like Edward's ; 140 
Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine : 
I am too childish-foolish for this world. 

Q, Mar, Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave the 
world, 
Thou cacodemon ! there thy kingdom is. 

Rtv, My Lord of Gloucester, in those busy days 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies. 
We follow'd then our lord, our lawful king: 
So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glou, If I should be ! I had rather be a pedlar : 
Far be it from my heart, the thought of it I 1 50 
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Q. Eltz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
You should enjoy, were you this country's king, 
As little joy may you suppose in me. 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar, A little joy enjoys the queen thereof ; 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 
I can no longer hold me patient. [Advancing. 

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pilPd from me 1 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me ? 160 

If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects. 
Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like rebels? 
O gentle villain, do not turn away! 

Glou, Foul wrinkled witch, what makest thou in my sight ? 

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr'd ; 
That will I make before I let thee go. 

Glou. Wert thou not banished on pain of death ? 

« 

Q. Mar. I was ; but I do find more pain in banishment 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A husband and a son thou owest to me ; 170 

And thou a kingdom ; all of you allegiance : 
The sorrow that I have, by right is yours, 
And all the pleasures you usurp are mine. 

Glou. The curse my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper 
And with thy scorn, drew'st rivers from his eyes, 
And then, to dry them, gavest the duke a clout 
Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland, — 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounced against thee, are all fall'n upon thee ; 180 

And God, not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent 

Hast. O, 'twas the foulest deed to slay that babe, 
And the most merciless that e'er was heard of I 

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported. 

Don No man but prophesied revenge for it 

C z 
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Buck, Northumberland, then present, wept to see it. 

Q, Mar, What ! were you snarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 
And turn you all your hatred now on me? 190 

Did York's dread curse prevail so much with heaven 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 
Their kingdom's loss, my woful banishment. 
Could all but answer for that peevish brat? 
Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven? 
Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses ! 
If not by war, by surfeit die your king. 
As ours by murder, to make him a king I 
Edward thy son, which now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward my son, which was Prince of Wales, 200 
Die in his youth by like untimely violence ! 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self! 
Long mayst thou live to wail thy children's loss ; 
And see another, as I see thee now, 
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine ! 
Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 
And, after many lengthen'd hours of grief. 
Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen! 
Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by, 210 

And so wast thou, Lord Hastings, when my son 
Was stabb'd with bloody daggers : God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live your natural age, 
But by some unlook'd accident cut off! 

Glou, Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither'd hag ! 

Q. Mar, And leave out thee ? stay, dog, for thou shalt 
hear me. 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 
O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe, 
And then hurl down their indignation 220 

On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace! 
The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soul ! 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou livest, 
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And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends I 

No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 

Unless it be whilst some tormenting dream 

Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils 1 

Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog ! 

Thou that wast seaPd in thy nativity 

The slave of nature and the son of hell ! 230 

Thou slander of thy mother's heavy womb I 

Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins ! 

Thou rag of honour ! thou detested— 

GIou, Margaret 

2. Mar. Richard I 

Giou. Ha ! 

Q, Mar, I call thee not. 

G/ou. I cry thee mercy then, for I had thought 
That thou hadst call'd me all these bitter names. 

Q. Mar, Why,i so I did ; but look'd for no reply. 
O, let me make the period to my curse ! 

G/ou. 'Tis done by me, and ends in 'Margaret.' 

Q, Eliz. Thus have you breathed your curse against 
yourself. 240 

Q. Mar, Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my fortune ! 
Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? 
Fool, fool, thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself. 
The tinae will come when thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse that poisonous bunch-back'd toad. 

Hast, False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse, 
Le^ to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q^^M^, Foul shame upon you ! you have all moved mine. 

Riv, vVere you well served, you would be taught your 
duty. \ 250 

Q, Mar, To serve me well, you all should do me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects : 
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty ! 

Dor, Dispute not with her ; she is lunatic. 
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Q. Mar. Peace, master marquess, you are malapfirLs 
Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current. 
O, that yt)ur young nobility could judge 
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable ! 
They that stand high have many blasts to shake them ; 
And if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 260 

Glou. Good counsel, marry : learn it, learn it, marquess. 

Dor, It toucheth you, my lord, as much as me. 

Glou, Yea, and much more : but I was bom so high. 
Our aery buildeth in the cedar's top. 
And dallies with the wind and scorns the sun, 

Q, Mar, And turns the sun to shade ; alas ! alas 1 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 

Your aery buildeth in our aery's nest. 270 

O God, that seest it, do not suffer it ; 
As it was won with blood, lost be it so ! 

Buck. Have done ! for shame, if not for charity. 

Q, Mar, Urge neither charity nor shame to me : 
Uncharitably with me have yon dealt. 
And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame ; 
And in that shame still live my sorrow's rage! 

Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar, O princely Buckingham, I '11 kiss thy hand, 
In sign of league and amity with thee: 281 

Now fair befall thee and thy noble house ! 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 
Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. 1 11 not believe but they ascend the sky, 
And there awake God's gentle-sleeping peace. 
O Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog ! 
Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and when he bites, 290 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 
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Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him. 

And all their ministers attend on him. 

■ Glou, What doth she say, my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buc^, Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 

Q, Mar, What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle coun- 
sel? 
And soothe the devil that I warn thee from ? 
O, but remember this another day, 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow, 300 

And say poor Margaret was a prophetess ! 
Live each, of you the subjects to his hate. 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's ! \Exit 

Hast My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses. 

Riv. And so doth mine : I muse why she 's at liberty. 

Glou, I cannot blame her : by God's holy mother, 
She hath had too much wrong ; and I repent 
My part thereof that I have done to her. 

Q, Eliz, I never did her any, to my knowledge. 

Glou, But you have all the vantage of her wTong, 310 
I was too hot to do somebody good. 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains : 
God pardon them that are the cause of it ! 

Riv, A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion, 
To pray for them that have done scathe to us. 

Giou, So do I ever : [Aside] being well advised. 
For had I cursed now, I had cursed myselfl 

Enfer Catesby. 

Cafes. Madam, his majesty doth call for you ; 320 

And for your grace ; and you, my noble lords. 

Q. Eliz, Catesby, we come. Lords, will you go with us ? 

Riv. Madam, we will attend your grace. 

\Exeunt all but Gloucester, 
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Glou. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawL 
The secret mischiefs that I set abroach 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness, 
I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 
Namely, to Hastings, Derby, Buckingham; 
And say it is the queen and her allies 330 

That stir the king against the duke my brother. 
Now, they believe it ; and withal whet me 
To be revenged on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: 
But then I sigh ; and, with a piece of scripture^ 
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil : 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 
With old odd ends stolen out of holy writ ; 
And seem a saint, when most I play the devils 

Enter two Murderers. 

But, soft ! here come my executioners. 

How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates 1 340 

Are you now going to dispatch this deed? 

First Murd, We are, my lord ; and come to have the 
warrant, 
That we may b^ admitted where he is. 

Glou, Well thought upon ; I have it here about me. 

[Gives the warrant. 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place, 
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution. 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

First Murd, Tush t 350 

Fear not, my lord, we will not stand to prate ; 
Talkers are no good doers : be assured 
We come to use our hands and not our tongues. 

Glou. Your eyes drop millstones, when fools* eyes drop 
tears : 
I like you, lads ; about your business straight ; 
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Go, go, dispatch. 
First Murd, We will, my noble lord, \Exeunt. 



Scene IV. London, The Tower. 

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak, Why looks your grace so heavily to-day? 

Clar, O, I have pass'd a miserable night, 
So full of ugly sights, of ghastly dreams, 
That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 
I would not spend another such a night. 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days, 
So full of dismal terror was the time ! 

Brak. What was your dream ? I long to hear you tell it. 

Clar. Methoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy ; lo 

And, in my company, my brother Gloucester; 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches : thence we look*d toward England, 
And cited up a thousand fearful times. 
During the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befalPn us. As we paced along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought that Gloucester stumbled ; and, in falling, 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard. 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 20 

Lord, Lord ! methought, what pain it was to drown ! 
What dreadful noise of waters in mine ears 1 
What ugly sights of death within mine eyes ! 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
Ten thousand men that fishes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels. 
All scattered in the bottom of the sea : 
Some lay in dead men's skulls ; and, in those lioles 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 30 
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As 'twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems, 
Which woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scattered by. 

Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of death 
To gaze upon the secrets of the deep ? 

ClaK Methought I had ; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast and wandering air ; 
But smother'd it within my panting bulk, 40 

Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 

Brak, Awaked you not with this sore agony? 

Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthened after life ; 
O, then began the tempest to my soul, 
Who pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night 
The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick ; 
Who cried aloud, 'What scourge for perjiny 50 

Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?' 
And so he vanished : then came wandering by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he squeak'd out aloud, 
* Clarence is come ; false, fleeting, perjured Clarence, 
That stabb'd me in the field by Tewksbury ; 
Seize on him. Furies, take him to your torments I' 
With that, methoughts, a legion of foul fiends 
Environed me about, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noise 60 

I trembling waked, and for a season after 
Could not believe but that I was in hell, 
Such terrible impression made the dream. 

Brak, No marvel, my lord, though it affrighted you ; 
I promise you, I am afraid to hear you tell it. 

Clar, O Brakenbury, I have done those things, 
Which now bear evidence against my soul, 
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For Edward's sake ; and see how he requites me ! 

God 1 if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 

But thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds, 70 

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone, 

O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children ! 

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ; 
My soul is heavy, and I fain woijpld sleep. 

Brak, I will, my lord : God give your grace good rest ! 

[Clarence sleeps. 
Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours. 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imagination, 80 

They often feel a world of restless cares ! 
So that, betwixt their titles and low names, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

Enter the two Murderers. 

First Murd. Ho ! who 's here ? . 

Brak. In God's name what are you, and how came you 
hither? 

First Murd, I would speak with Clarence, and I came 
hither on my legs. 

Brak, Yea, are you so brief? 

Sec, Murd, O sir, it is better to be brief than tedious. 
Shew him our commission ; talk no more. 90 

\Brakenbury reads it, 

Brak, I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands : 
I will not reason what is meant hereby. 
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 
Here are the keys, there sits the duke asleep : 
I '11 to the king ; and signify to him 
That thus I have resign'd my charge to you. 

First Murd. Do so, it is a point of wisdom : fare yon 
well \Exit Brakenbury, 
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Sec. Murd, What, shall we stab him 2ts he sleeps ? loo 

First Murd, No ; then he will say 'twas done cowardly, 
when he wakes. 

Sec. Murd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall never 
wake till the judgement-day. 

First Murd Why, then he will say we stabbed him 
sleeping. 

Sec. Murd The urging of that word * judgement ' hath 
bred a kind of remorse in me. 

First Murd What, art thou afraid ? 

Sec. Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it ; but 
to be damned for killing him, from which no warrant can 
defend us. lis 

First Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute. 

Sec. Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

First Murd Back to the Duke of Gloucester, tell him so. 

Sec. Murd. I pray thee, stay a while : I hope my holy 
humour will change ; 'twas wont to hold me but while one 
would tell twenty* 

First Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

Sec. Murd. 'Faith, some certain dregs of conscience are 
yet within me. 121 

First Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed is 
done. 
Sec. Murd. 'Zounds, he dies : I had forgot the reward. 
First Murd. Where is thy conscience now ? 
Sec. Murd. In the Duke of Gloucester's purse. 

First Murd. So when he opens his purse to give us 
our reward, thy conscience flies out. 

Sec. Murd. Let it go ; there 's few or none will entertain it. 

First Murd. How if it come to thee again ? 130 

Sec. Murd. I '11 not meddle with it : it is a dangerous 
thing : it makes a man a coward : a man cannot steal, but 
it accuseth him ; he cannot swear, but it checks him ; he 
cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, but it detects him : 
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'tis a blushing shamefast spirit that mutinies in a man's 
bosom ; it fills one full of obstacles : it made me once re- 
store a purse of gold that I found ; it beggars any man 
that keeps it : it is turned out of all towns and cities for a 
dangerous thing; and every man that means to live well 
endeavours to trust to himself and to live without it. 140 

First Murd, 'Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, per- 
suading me not to kill the duke. 

Sec, Murd, Take the devil in thy mind, and believe him 
not : he would insinuate with thee but to make thee sigh. 

First Murd, Tut, I am strong-framed, he cannot prevail 
with me, I warrant thee. 

Sec, Murd, Spoke like a tall fellow that respects his 
reputation. Come, shall we to this gear ? 

First Murd Take him over the costard with the hilts 
of thy sword, aiid then we will chop him in the malmsey- 
butt in the next room. 151 

Sec, Murd, O excellent device ! make a sop of him. 

First Murd, Hark \ he stirs : shall I strike ? 

Sec, Murd, No, first let's reason with him. 

Clar, Where art thou, keeper ? give me a cup of wine. 

Sec, Murd, You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon. 

Clar, In God's name, Vhat art thou ? 

Sec, Murd A man, as you are. 

Clar, But not, as I am, royal. 

Sec, Murd, Nor you, as we are, loyal. 160 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. 

Sec, Murd, My voice is now the king's, my looks mine 

' own. 

Clar, How darkly and how deadly dost thou speak ! 
Your eyes do menace me : why look you pale ? 
Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you come? 

Both, To, to, to — 

Clar, To murder me? 

Both, Ay, ay. 
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Clar, You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it« 170 

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? 

First Murd, Offended us you have not, but the king. 

Clar, I shall be reconciled to him again. 

Sec. Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die. 

Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of men 
To slay the innocent? What is my offence? 
Where are the evidence that do accuse me ?. • 
What lawful quest have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounced 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death? 180 

Before I be convict by course of law. 
To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 
I charge you, as you hope to have redemption 
By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sins, 
That you depart and lay no hands on me : 
The deed you undertake is damnable. 

First Murd. What we will do, we do upon conmiand. 

Sec. Murd. And he that hath commanded is the king. 

Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings 
Hath in the tables of his law commanded 190 

That thou shalt do no murder : and wilt thou then 
Spurn at his edict and fulfil a man's? 
Take heed; for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 

Sec. Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hurl on 
thee. 
For false forswearing and for murder too : 
Thou didst receive the holy sacrament, 
To fight in quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

First Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow ; and with thy treacherous blade 
Unrip'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son, 201 

Sec. Murd. Whom thou wert sworn to cherish and 
defend. 
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First Murd. How canst thou urge God^s dreadful law 
to us, 
When thou hast broke it in so dear degree? 

Clar, Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake; 
Why, sirs. 

He sends ye not to murder me for this ; 
For in this sin he is as deep as I. 

If God will be revenged for this deed, 210 

O, know you yet, he doth it publicly ; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ; 
He needs no indirect nor lawless course 
To cut off those that have offended him. 

First Murd. Who made thee then a bloody minister. 
When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee? 

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage. 

First Murd Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault, 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 220 

Clar. Oh, if you love my brother, hate not me ; 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you be hired for meed, go back again. 
And I will send you to my brother Gloucester, 
Who shall reward you better for my life 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

Sec, Murd, You are deceived, your brother Gloucester 
hates you. 

Clar, O, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear : 
Go you to him from me. 

Both, Ay, so we wilL 

Clar, Tell him, when that our princely father York 
Bless'd his three sons with his victorious arm, 231 

And charged us from his soul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship : 
Bid Gloucester think of this, and he will weep. 

First Murd, Ay, millstones ; . as he lesson'd us to weep. 
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Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 

First MurcL Right, 
As snow in harvest Thou deceivest thyself: 
Tis he that sent us hither now to slaughter thee. 

Clar. It cannot be ; for when I parted with him, 240 
He hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with sobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 

Sec, Murd, Why, so he doth, now he delivers thee 
From this world's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

First MurcL Make peace with God, for you must die, 
my lord. 

Clar, Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul, 
To counsel me to make my peace with God, 
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind. 
That thoti wilt war with God by murdering me? 
Ah, sirs, consider, he that set you on 250 

To do this deed will hate you for the deed. 

Sec, Murd, What shall we do ? 

Clar, Relent, and save your souls. 

First Murd, Relent ! 'tis cowardly and womanish. 

Clar, Not to relent is beastly, savage, devilish. 
Which of you, if you were a prince's son, 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now. 
If two such murderers as yourselves came to you. 
Would not entreat for life? 
My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 260 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me, 
As you would beg, were you in my distress : 
A begging prince what beggar pities not? 

Sec, Murd, Look behind you, my lord. 

First Murd, Take that, and that : if all this will not 
do, \Stabs him, 

111 drown you in the malmsey-butt within 

\Exity with the body. 
Sec, Murd A bloody deed, and desperately dispatched ! 
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How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done ! 

Re-enter First Murderer. 

First Murd, How now I what mean'st thou, that thou 
help'st me not? 270 

By heavens, the duke shall know how slack thou art ! 

Sec. Murd. I would he knew that I had saved his brother! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say; 
For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit. 

First Murd. So do not I : go, coward as thou art. 
Now must I hide his body in some hole. 
Until the duke take order for his burial : 
And when I have my meed, I must away; 
For this will out, and here I must not stay. 



ACT IL 

Scene I. London. The palace. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward sick^ Queen Elizabeth, 
Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, Grey, and 
others. 

K. Edw. Why, so : now have I done a good day's work : 
You peers, continue this united league : 
I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence; 
And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven, 
Since I have set my friends at peace on earth. 
Rivers and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 

Riv. By heaven, my soul is purged from grudging hate ; 
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. lo 

Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

K. Edw. Take heed you dally not before your king ; 
Lest he that is the supreme King of kings 

D 
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Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Has/, So prosper I, as I swear perfect love! 

I^tv, And I, as I love Hastings with my heart ! 

JC, Edw, Madam, yourself are not exempt in this, 
Nor your son Dorset, Buckingham, nor you ; 
You have been factious one against the other. 20 

Wife, love Lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. Eliz. Here, Hastings ; I will never more remember 
Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine ! 

K.Edw, Dorset, embrace him; Hastings, love lord 
marquess. 

Dor, This interchange of love, I here protest, 
Upon my part shall be unviolable. 

Hast And so swear I, my lord. [They en^race. 

K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 30 

And m^e me happy in your unity. 

Buck, [To the Queen] Whenever Buckingham doth turn 
his hate 
On you or yours, but with all duteous love 
Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most lovel 
When I have most need to employ a friend. 
And most assiured that he is a friend. 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me ! this do I beg of God, 
When I am cold in zeal to you or yours. [They emdrace, 

JC. Edw, A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham, 41 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Gloucester here^ 
To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Buch, And, in good time, here comes the noble duke. 

En/er GLOUCESTER, 

GIou. Good morrow to my sovereign king and queen ; 
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And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 

- JC. Edw, Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day. 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 50 

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glou. A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege: 
Amongst this princely heap, if any here, 
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 
Hold me a foe; 
If I unwittingly, or in my rage. 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
Tis death to me to be at enmity; 60 

I hate it, and desire all good men's love. 
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchase with my duteous service ; 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodged between us ; 
Of you. Lord Rivers, and, Lord Grey, of you ; 
That ^ without desert have frown'd on me ; 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of alL 
I do not know that Englishman alive 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds 70 

More than the infant that is bom to-night : 
I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. Eliz. A holy day shall this be kept hereafter : 
I would to God all strifes were well compounded. 
My sovereign liege, I do beseech your majesty 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Clou. Why, madam, have I offered love for this. 

To be so flouted in this royal presence? 

Who knows not that the noble duke is dead? 

[They ail start 
You do him injury to scorn his corse. 80 

i?m Who knows not he is dead! who knows he is? 

Q. Eliz, All-seeing heaven, what a world is this ] 

D 2 
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Buck, Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the rest? 

Dor, Ay, my good lord ; and no one in this presence 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K, Edw, Is Clarence dead ? the order was reversed. 

Glou, But he, poor soul, by your first order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand. 
That came too lag to see him buried. 90 

God grant that some, less noble and less loyal. 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood, 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from suspicion ! 

Enter Derby. 

Der, A boon, my sovereign, for my service done ! 

K, Edw, I pray thee, peace : my soul is fiill of sorrow. 

Der, I will not rise, unless your highness grant. 

K, Edw, Then speak at once what is it thou demand'st. 

Der, The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant's life ; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman 100 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. 

K, Edw, Have I a tongue to doom my brother's death, 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave? 
My brother slew no man ; his fault was thought. 
And yet his punishment was cruel death. 
Who sued to me for him? who, in my rage, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advised? 
Who spake of brotherhood ? who spake of love ? 
Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? no 

Who told me, in the field by Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he rescued me. 
And said, *Dear brother, live, and be a king'? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his own garments, and gave himself. 
All thin and naked, to the numb cold night? 
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All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully plucked, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 120 

But when your carters or your waiting-vassals 
Have done a druftken slaughter, and defaced 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 
You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ; 
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you : 
But for my brother not a man would speak. 
Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself 
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all 
Have been beholding to him in his life ; 
Yet none of ^ you would once plead for his life. 130 

O God, I fear thy justice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this ! 
Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. Oh, poor Clarence ! 

[Exeunt some with King and Queen, 

Glou. This is the fruit of rashness. Marked you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look'd pale when they did hear of Clarence* death ? 
O, they did urge it still unto the king ! 
God will revenge it. But come, let us in, 
To comfort Edward with our company. 139 

Buck, We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt. 



Scene H. The palace. 
Enter the DUCHESS OF YORK, with the two children 

of Clarence. 

Boy, Tell me, good grandam, is our father dead? 

Duch, No, boy. 

Boy, Why do you wring your hands, and beat your breast, 
And cry *0 Clarence, my unhappy son'? 

Girl, Why do you look on us, and shake your head. 
And call us wretches, orphans, castaways, 
If that our noble father be alive ? 
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Duch, My pretty cousins, you mistake me much ; 
I do lament the sickness of the king, 
As loath to lose him, not your father's death ; 10 

It were lost sorrow to wail one that's lost. 

Boy, Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for this : 
God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With daily prayers all to that effect. 

Girl, And so will I. 

Dtich, Peace, children, peace! the king doth love you 
well : 
Incapable and shallow innocents. 
You cannot guess who caused your father's death. 

Boy, Grandam, we can ; for my good uncle Gloucester 
Told me, the king, provoked by the queen, 21 

Devised impeachments to imprison him : 
And when my uncle told me so, he wept. 
And hugg'd me in his arm, and kindly kiss'd my cheek ; 
Bade me rely on him as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duch. Oh, that deceit should steal such gentle shapes, 
Afld with a virtuous vizard hide foul guile ! 
He is my son; yea, and therein my 'shame; 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 30 

Son, Think you my uncle did dissemble, grandam? 

Duch, Ay, boy. 

Son, I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise is this ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, with her hair about her ears; 
Rivers and Dorset after her, 

Q. Eliz, Oh, who shall hinder me to wail and weep. 
To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 
I '11 join with black despair against my soul. 
And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch, What means this scene of rude impatience ? 

Q. Eliz, To make an act of tragic violence : 
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Edward, my lord, your son, our king, is dead. 40 

Why grow the branches now the root is withered? 

Why wither not the leaves the sap being gone? 

If you will Kve, lament ; if die, be brief, 

That our swift-winged souls may catch the king's : 

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 

To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 

Duck. Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow 
As I had title in thy noble husband! 
I have bewept a worthy husband's death. 
And lived by looking on his images : 50 

But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death. 
And I for comfort have but one false glass. 
Which grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thom art a mother. 
And hast the comfort of thy children left thee : 
But death hath snatch'd my husband from mine arms, 
And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble limbs, 
Edward and Clarence. O, what cause have I, 
Thine being but a moiety of my grief, 60 

To overgo thy plaints and drown thy cries! 

Boy, Good aunt, you wept not for our father's death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears? 

GirL Our fatherless distress was left unmoan'd ; 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept ! 

Q, Elts. Give me no help in lamentation ; 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints : 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 
That I, being govem'd by the watery moon. 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 70 
Oh for my husband, for my dear lord Edward ! 

ChiL Oh for our father, for our dear lord Clarence ! 

Duch. Alas for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence ! 

Q, Eliz, What stay had I but Edward ? and he 's gone. 

ChiU What stay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 

Duch, What stays had I but they ? and they are gone. 



40 KING RICHARD THE THIRD. 

Q. Eliz, Was never widow had so dear a loss. 

ChiL Were never orphans had so dear a loss. 

Duch, Was never mother had so dear a loss. 
Alas, I am the mother of these moans ! 80 

Their woes are parcelPd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I ; 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they : 
Alas, you three, on me, threefold distressed, 
Pour all your tears ! I am your sorrow's nurse^ 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dor. Comfort, dear mother : God is much displeased 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing : 90 

In common worldly things, 'tis calPd ungrateful| 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven, 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Riv, Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of the young prince your son : send straight for him ; 
Let him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives : 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave, 
And pl^nt your joys in living Edward's throne. 100 

Enter Gloucester, Buckingham, Derby, Hastings, 

and Ratcliff. 

Glou, Madam, have comfort : all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them« 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy; 
I did not see your grace : humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duck, God bless thee, and put meekness in thy mind. 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty! 

Glou, [Aside] Amen ; and make me die a good old 
man I 
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That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing: no 

I marvel why her grace did leave it out. 

Buck, You cloudy princes and heart-sorrowing peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan. 
Now cheer each other in each other's love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king, 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. 
The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts, 
But lately splinter'd, knit, and join'd together. 
Must gently be preserved, cherish'd, and kept : 
Me seemeth good, that, with some little train, 120 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetched 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 

J^tv, Why with some little train, my Lord of Bucking- 
ham? 

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude, 
The new-heal'd wound of malice should break out ; 
Which would be so much the more dangerous, 
By how much the estate is green and yet ungovem'd: 
Where every horse bears his commanding rein. 
And may direct his course as please himself,^ 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 130 

In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

G/ou. I hope the king made peace with all of us ; 
And the compact is firm and true in me. 

Btv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 
Which haply by much company might be urged : 
Therefore I say with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 

Hast And so say L 140 

GIou, Then be it so ; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow. 
Madam, and you, my mother, will you go 
To give your censures in this weighty business? 
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Duck. 5 ^ 

[Exeunt all but Buckingham and Gloucester, 

Buck. My Lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For God's sake, let not us two be behind ; 
For, by the way, 1 11 sort occasion. 
As index to the story we late talk'd of. 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the king. 150 

Glou. My other self, my counsePs consistory, 
My oracle, my prophet ! My dear cousin, 
I, like a child, will go by thy direction. 
Towards Ludlow then, for we 11 not stay behind. [Exeunt. 



Scene III. London. A street. 

Enter two Citizens, meeting. 

First at. Neighbour, well met : whither away so fast ? 

Sec. at. I promise you, I scarcely know myself: 
Hear you the news abroad? 

First at. Ay, that the king is dead. 

Sec. at. Bad news, by*r lady ; seldom comes the better ; 
I fear, I fear 'twill prove a troublous world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

Third at. Neighbours, God speed ! 

First at. Give you good morrow, sir. 

Third at. Doth this news hold of good King Edward's 
death ? 

Sec. at. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help the while ! 

Third at. Then, masters, look to see a troublous world. 

First at. No, no ; by God's good grace his son shall 
reign. lo 

Third at. Woe to that land that 's govem'd by a child I 

Sec. at. In him there is a hope of government, 
That in his nonage council under him, 
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And in his full and ripen'd years himself. 

No doubt, shall then and till then govern well. 

First at. So stood the state when Henry the Sixth 
Was crowned in Paris but at nine months old. 

Third Cit. Stood the state so? No, no, good friends, 
God wot ; 
For then this land was famously enriched 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 20 

Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

First Cit. Why, so hath this, both by the father and 
mother. 

Third Cit. Better it were they all came by the father, 
Or by the father there were none at all ; 
For emulation now, who shall be nearest. 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloucester I 
And the queen's sons and brothers haught and proud : 
And were they to be ruled, and not to rule, 
This sickly land might solace as before. 30 

First Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all shall 
be well 

Third Cit. When clouds appear, wise men put on their 
cloaks ; 
When great leaves fall, the winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth. 
All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 
'Tis more than we deserve, or I expect 

Sec. Cit. Truly, the souls of men are full of dread : 
Ye cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily and full of fear. 40 

Third Cit. Before the times of change, still is it so : 
By a divine instinct men's minds mistrust 
Ensuing dangers ; as, by proof, we see 
The waters swell before a boisterous storm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 

Sec. Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 
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Third Cit, And so was 1 : 1 11 bear you company. 

\Ex€unL 

Scene IV. London. The palace. 

Enter the ARCHBISHOP OF YORK, the young DUKE of 
York, Queen Elizabeth, and the Duchess of York. 

Arch, Last night, I hear, they lay at Northampton \ 
At Stony-Stratford will they be to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Duch, I long with all my heart to see the prince : 
I hope he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Eliz. But I hear, no ; they say my son of York 
Hath almost overta'en him in bis growth. 

York, Ay, mother ; but I would not have it so. 

Duch, Why, my young cousin, it is good to grow. 

York, Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper, 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow ii 

More than my brother : *Ay,' quoth my uncle Gloucester, 
'Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace:' 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slow and weeds make haste. 

Duch, Good faith, good faith, the saying did not hold 
In him that did object the same to thee : 
He was the wretched'st thing when he was young, 
So long a-growing and so leisurely. 
That, if this rule were true, he should be gracious. 20 

Arch, Why, madam, so, no doubt, he is. 

Duch, I hope he is ; but yet let mothers doubt. 

York, Now, by my troth, if I had been remembered, 
I could have given my uncle's grace a flout, 
To touch his growth nearer than he touch'd mine. 

Duch, How, my pretty York? I pray thee, let me 

hear it. 
York, Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old: 



ACT II. SCENE IV. 45 

Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 30 

Duck. I pray thee, pretty York, who told thee this ? 

York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Duch. His nurse ! why, she was dead ere thou wert 
bom. 

York, If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who told me. 

Q. Eliz. A parlous boy : go to, you are too shrewd. 

ArcK- Good madam, be not angry with the child. 

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger. What news ? 

Mess. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to unfold. 

Q. Eliz. How fares the prince? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health, 

Duch. What is thy news then ? 41 

Mess. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent to Pomfret, 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

Duch. Who hath committed them? 

Mess. The mighty dukes 

Gloucester and Buckingham. 

Q. Eliz. For what offence ? 

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclosed ; 
Why or for what these nobles were committed 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz. Ay me, I see the downfall of our house ! 
The tiger now hath seized the gentle hind ; 50 

Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and aweless throne : 
Welcome, destruction, death, and massacre! 
I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days. 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ! 
My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 
And often up and down my sons were toss'd, 
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For me to joy and weep their gain and loss : 

And being seated, and domestic broils . 60 

Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 

Make war upon themselves ; blood against blood, 

Self against self: O, preposterous 

And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen ; 

Or let me die, to look on death bo more 1 

Q, Eliz, Come, come, my boy ; we will to sanctuary. 
Madam, farewell 

Duch, 111 go along with you. 

Q, Eliz, You have no cause. -^ 

Arch, My gracious lady, go ; 

And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part, I'll resign unto your grace 70 

The seal I keep : and so betide to me 
As well I tender you and all of yours 1 
Come, 111 conduct you to the sanctuary. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

Scene I. London. A street 

The trumpets sound. Enter the young Prince, the Dukes 
<2/^ Gloucester and Buckingham, Cardinal Bour- 
CHIER, Catesby, and others. 

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your 

chamber. 
Glou. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts' sovereign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prince. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisonie, and heavy : 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 
/ Glou. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet dived into the world's deceit : 
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Nor more can you distinguish of a man 

Than of his .outward show ; which, God he knows, lo 

Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 

Those uncles which you want were dangerous ; 

Your grace attended to their sugar'd words, 

But look'd not on the poison of their hearts : 

God keep you from them, and from such false friends ! 

Prince, God keep me from false friends ! but they 
were none. 

Clou, My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet you. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, a$td his train. 

May, God bless your grace with health and happy days ! 

Prince, I thank you, good my lord ; and thank you all 
I thought my mother, and my brother York, 20 

Would long ere this have met us on the way: 
Fie, what a slug is Hastings, that he comes not 
To tell us whether they will come or no ! 

Enter LORD Hastings. 

Buck. And, in good time, here comes the sweating 

lord. 
Prince. Welcome, my lord : what, will our mother 

come? 

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanctuary : the tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace. 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 30 

Buck, Fie, what an indirect and peevish course 
Is this of hers ! Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the Duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently? 
If she deny, Lord Hastings, go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory 
Can from his mother win the Duke of York, 
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Anon expect him here ; but if she be obdurate 

To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 40 

We should infringe the holy privilege 

Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land 

Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. 

Buck, You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age. 
You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserved the place, 
And those who have the wit to claim the place : 50 

This prince hath neither claim'd it nor deserved it ; 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it : 
Then, taking him from thence that is not there. 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of sanctuary men ; 
But sanctuary children ne'er till now. 

Card, My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind for once. 
Come on. Lord Hastings, will you go with me? 

I/ast. I go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy haste you 
may. \Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings, 

Say, uncle Gloucester, if our brother come, 61 

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation? 

Glou, Where it seems best unto your royal self. 
If I may counsel you, some day or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 
Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit 
For your best health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place. 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord? 

Buck. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ; 70 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 

Prince. Is it upon record, or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it? 
Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. 
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Prince. But say, my lord, it were not registered, 
Methinks the truth should live from age to age, 
As 'twere retailed to all posterity, 
Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glou. [Aside] So wise so young, they say, do never 
live long. 

Prince. What say you, uncle? 80 

Glau. I say, without characters, fame lives long. 

[Aside] Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prince. That Julius Caesar was a famous man ; 
With what his valour did enrich his wit. 
His wit set down to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life. 
I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham, — 

Buck. What, my gracious lord? 90 

Prince. An if I live until I be a man, 
I'll win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a soldier, as I lived a king. 

Glou. [Aside] Short summers lightly have a forward 
spring. 

Enter young York, Hastings, and the Cardinal. 

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the Duke of York. 

Prince. Richard of York ! how fares our loving brother ? 

York. Well, my dread lord; so must I call you now. 

Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours : 
Too late he died that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 100 

Glou. How fares our cousin, noble Lord of York ? 

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord. 
You said that idle weeds are fast in growth : 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glou. He hath, my lord. 

York. And therefore is he idle? 
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Glou. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

York, Then is he more beholding to you than I. 

Glou. He may command me as my sovereign ; 
But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

Yifrk, I pray you, uncle, give me this dagger. no 

Glou, My dagger, little cousin? with all my heart. 

Prince, A beggar, brother? 

York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; 
And being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 
Glou, A greater gift than that 111 give my cousin. 
York, A greater gift ! O, that 's the sword to it 
Glou, Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 

York, O, then, I see, you will part but with light gifts ; 
In weightier things you'll say a beggar nay. 

Glou. It is too heavy for your grace to wear. 120 

York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

Glou, What, would you have my weapon, little lord? 

York. I would, that I might thank you as you call me. 

Glou, How ? 

York, Little. 

Prince, My Lord of York will still be cross in taflc : 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 

York, You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me : 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
Because diat I am little, like an ape, 130 

He thinks that you ^ould bear me on your shoulders. 

Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons 1 
To mitigate the acorn he gives his uncle. 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself: 
So cunning and so young is wonderful 

Glou, My lord, will't please you pass along? 
Myself and my good cousin Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower and welcome you. 

York, What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ? 
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Prince, My lord protector needs will have it so. 141 

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glou, Why, what should you fear.? 

York, Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost : 
My grandam told me he was murder'd there. 

Prince, I fear no uncles dead. 

Glou, Nor none that live, I hope. 

Prince, An if they live, I hope I need not fear. 
But come, my lord ; and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 150 

\A Sennet, Exeunt all but Gloucester^ Buckingham 
and Caiesby, 

Buck, Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not incensed by his subtle mother 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glou, No doubt, no doubt : O, *tis a parlous boy ; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable : 
He is all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck, Well, let them rest. Come hither, Catesby. 
Thou art sworn as deeply to effect what we intend 
As closely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'st our reasons urged upon the way ; 160 

What think'st thou? is it not an easy matter 
To make William Lord Hastings of our mind. 
For the instalment of this noble dilke 
In the seat royal of this ianoous isle ? 

Cote, He for his father's sake so loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 

Buck, What think'st thou, then, of Stanley .? what will 

he? 
Cote, He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 

Buck. Well, then, no more but this : go, gentle Catesby, 
And, as it were far off, sound thou Lord Hastings, 170 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To sit about the coronation. 

£ 2 
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If thou dost find him tractable to us. 
Encourage him, and show him all our reasons : 
If he be leaden, icy-cold, unwilling, 
Be thou so too ; and so break off your talk. 
And give us notice of his inclination : 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employed. i8o 

Ghu, Commend me to Lord William : tell him, Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give Mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 

Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business soundly. 

Cafe. My good lords both, with all the heed I may. 

Giou. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we sleep? 

Cate. You shall, my lord. 189 

Giou. At Crosby Place, there shall you find us both. 

[Ext'f Catesby. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we perceive 
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots? 

Giou. Chop off his head, man ; somewhat we will do : 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother stood possessed. 

Buck. I '11 claim that promise at your grace's hands. 

Giou. And look to have it yielded with all willingness. 
Come, let us sup betimes, that afterwards 199 

We may digest our complots in some form. \Exeunt. 



Scene II. Before Lord Hasting^ house. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. What, ho 1 my lord ! 

Hast. \Within\ Who knocks at the door? 

Mess. A messenger from the Lord Stanley. 
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Enter LORD Hastings. 

Hast What is't o'clock? 
Mess. Upon the stroke of four. 
Hast, Cannot thy master sleep these tedious nights ? 
Mess, So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 

Hast, And then ? 

Mess, And then he sends you word lo 

He dreamt to-night the boar had razed his helm : 
Besides, he says there are two councils held ; 
And that may be determined at the one 
Which may make you and him to rue at the other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship's pleasure, 
If presently you will take horse with him, 
And with all speed post with him toward the north, 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast, Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord ; 
*Bid him not fear the separated councils ; 20 

His honour and myself are at the one, 
And at the other is my servant Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 
Tell him his fears are' shallow, wanting instance: 
And for his dreams, I wonder he is so fond 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers ; 
To fly the boar before the boar pursues. 
Were to incense the boar to follow us 
And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. 30 

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me; 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 

Mess, My gracious lord, I'll tell him what you say. 

[Exit, 
Enter Catesby. 

Cate, Many good morrows to my noble lord! 

Hast, Good morrow, Catesby; you are early stirring: 
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What news, what news, in this our tottering state? 

Cote, It is a reefing world, indeed, my lord ; 
And I believe 'twill never stand upright 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 40 

Hast How ! wear the garland I dost thou mean the 
crown? 

Cote, Ay, my good lord. 

Hast, I 'U have this crown of mine cut from my shoul- 
ders 
Ere I will see the crown so foul misplaced. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it? 

Cate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forward 
Upon his party for the gain thereof: 
And thereupon he sends you this good news, 
That this same very day your enemies. 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret 50 

Hast, Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
• Because they have been still mine enemies : 
But, that I'll g^ve my voice on Richard's side, 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordship in that gracious mind ! 

Hast, But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hence^ 
That they who brought me in my master's hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
I tell thee, Catesby, — 60 

Cate. What, my lord ? 

Hast, Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
1 11 send some packing that yet think not on it 

Cate, 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepared and look not for it. 

Hast. O monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and so 'twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as safe 
As thou and I ; who, as thou know'st, are dear 
To princely Richard and to Buckingham. 70 
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Cafe, The princes both make high account of you ; 
[Aside] For they account his head upon the bridge. 
Hast. I know they do ; and I have well deserved it. 

EnUr Lord Stanley. 

Come on, come on ; where is your boar-spear, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided? 

Stan, My lojrd, good morrow ; good morrow, Catesby : 
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 
I do not like these several councils, L 

Hasf, My lord, 
I hold my life as dear as you do yours ; 80 

And never in my life, I do protest. 
Was it more precious to me than ^is now: 
Think you, but that I know our state secure, 
I would be so triumphant as I am? 

Stan, The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from 
London, 
Were jocund, and supposed their state was sure, 
And they indeed had no cause to mistrust ; 
But yet, you see, how soon the day overcast 
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt : 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 90 

What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent. 

Hast, Come, come, have with you. Wot you what, my 
lord? 
To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 

Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear their 
heads 
Than some that have accused them wear their hats. 
But come, my lord, let us away. 

Enter a 'Pursuivant 

Hast, Go on before ; 1 11 talk with this good fellow. 

\Exeunt Stanley and Catesby, 
How now, sirrah 1 how goes the world with thee ? 

Purs, The better than your lordship please to ask. 
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Hast I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now icx> 
Than when I met thee last where now we meet : 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies ; 
But now, I tell thee — ^keep it to thyself-— 
This day those enemies are put to death. 
And I in better state than e'er I was. 

Purs. God hold it, to your honour's good content ! 

Hast Gramercy, fellow : there, drink that for me, 

[Throws him his purse. 

Purs. God save your lordship ! [Exit 

Enter a Priest. 

Priest Well met, my lord; I am glad to see your 
honour. no 

Hast I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart. 
J am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

[He whispers in his ear. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain? 
Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest ; 
Yourhonoiu: hath no shriving work in hand. 

Ha^t. Good faith, and when I met this holy man. 
Those men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck. I do, my lord ; but long I shall not stay : 120 
I shall return before your lordship thence. 

Hast. 'Tis like enough, for I stay dinner there. 

Buck. [Aside] And supper too, although thou know'st 
it not. 
Come, will you go? 

Hast. Ill wait upon your lordship, [Exeunt, 



ACT III, SCENE IV, 57 

Scene III. Pomfret Castle. 

Enter SiR Richard Ratcliff, with halberds^ carrying 
Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan to death. 

Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this : 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Gr^. God keep the prince from all the pack of you ! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vaug. You live that shall cry woe for this hereafter. 

Rat. Dispatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody prison, 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! lo 

Within the guilty closure of thy walls 
Richard the second here was hack'd to death ; 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat. 
We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Margaret's curse is falPn upon our heads. 
For standing by when Richard stabb'd her son. 

Riv. Then cursed she Hastings, then cursed she Buck- 
ingham, 
Then cursed she Richard. O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us I 
And for my sister and her princely sons, 20 

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood. 
Which, as thou know'st, unjustly must be spilt 

Rat. Make haste ; the hour of death is expiate. 

Riv. Come, Grey, come, Vaughan, let us all embrace : 
And take our leave, until we meet in heaven. \Exeunt. 

Scene IV. The Tower of London. 

Enter Buckingham, Derby, Hastings, the Bishop of 
Ely, Ratcliff, Lovel, with others^ and take their seats 
at a table. 

Hast. My lords, at once : the cause why we are met 
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Is, to determine of the coronation. 

In God's name, speak : when is the royal day ? 

Buck, Are all things fitting for that royal time? 

Z>er. It is, and wants but nomination. 

Efy. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day. 

Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind herein? 
Who is most inward with the noble duke ? 

£fy. Your grace, we think, should soonest know his 
mind. 

Buck, Who, I, my lord! we know each other's faces, 
But for our hearts, he knows no more of mine, ii 

Than I of yours ; 

Nor I no more of his, than you of mine. 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

I/ast I thank his grace, I know he loves me well ; 
But, for his purpose in the coronation, 
I have not sounded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleasure any way therein : 
But you, my noble lords, may name the time ; 
And in the duke's behalf I '11 give my voice, 20 

Which, I presume, he'll take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloucester. 

Efy. Now in good time, here comes the duke himself. 

Glou. My noble lords and cousins all, good morrow. 
I have been long a sleeper; but, I hope^ 
My absence doth neglect no great designs. 
Which by my presence might have been concluded. 

Buck. Had not you come upon your cue, my lord, 
William Lord Hastings had pronounced your part,— 
I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 

Glou. Than my Lord Hastings no man might be bolder ; 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me welL 31 

I/ast 1 thank your grace. 

G/ou. My lord of Ely ! 

Efy. My lord? 
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Glou, When I was last in Holbom, 
I saw good strawberries in your garden there : 
I do beseech you send for some of them. 

Ely, Marry, and wiU, my lord, with all my heart. 

{Exit, 
Glou, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

[Drawing him aside. 
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business, 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 
As he will lose his head ere give consent 40 

His master's son, as worshipful he terms it. 
Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 

Buck, Withdraw you hence, my lord, 111 follow you. 

[Exit Gloucester, Buckingham following. 

Der, We have not yet set down this day of triumph. 
To-morrow, in mine opinion, is too sudden ; 
For I myself am not so well provided 
As else I would be, were the day prolonged. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 

Ely, Where is my lord protector ? I have sent for these 
strawberries. 

Hast, His grace looks cheerfully and smooth to-day ; 
There's some conceit or other likes him well, 51 

When he doth bid good morrow with such a spirit. 
I think there 's never a man in Christendom 
That can less hide his love or hate than he ; 
For by his face straight shall you know his heart 

Der, What of his heart perceive you in his face 
By any likelihood he show'd to-day? 

Hast, Marry, that with no man here he is offended ; 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Der, I pray God he be not, I say. 60 

Re-enter Gloucester and Buckingham. 

Glou. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve 
That do conspire my death with devilish plots 
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Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevaiPd 
Upon my body with their hellish charms? 

/fast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord. 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders, whatsoever they be : 
I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

C/ou, Then be your eyes the witness of this ill : 
See how I am bewitched ; behold mine arm 70 

Is, like a blasted sapling, withered up : 
And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch, 
Consorted with that harlot strumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Hast If they have done this thing, my gracious lord, — 

Giou. If ! thou protector of this damned strumpet, 

Tellest thou me of *ifs'? Thou art a traitor : 

Off with his head I Now, by Saint Paul I swear^ 

I will not dine until I see the same. 

Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done : 80 

The rest, that love me, rise and follow me. 

[Exeunt all but Hastings, Ratcliff, and LoveL 

Hast. Woe, woe for England ! not a whit for me ; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this. 
Stanley did dream the boar did raze his helm ; 
But I disdain'd it, and did scorn to fly : 
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble, 
And startled, when he looked upon the Tower, 
As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
O, now I want the priest that spake to me : 
I now repent I told the pursuivant, 90 

As 'twere triumphing at mine enemies, 
How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And I myself seciure in grace and favour. 
O Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head f 

Rat, Dispatch, my lord ; the duke would be at dinner : 
Make a short shrift ; he longs to see your head. 

Hast O momentary grace of mortal men, 
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Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 

Who builds his hopes in air of your good looks, loo 

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast, 

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 

Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, dispatch ; 'tis bootless to exclaim. 

Ifast, Q bloody Richard ! miserable England ! 
I prophesy the fearfidl'st time to thee 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. 
Come, lead me to the block ; bear him my head : 
They smile at me that shortly shall be dead. [Exeunt. 



Scene V. The Tower-walls, 

Enter GLOUCESTER and Buckingham, in rotten armour^ 

marvellous ill-favoured, 

Glou, Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change thy 
colour. 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then begin again, and stop again. 
As if thou wert distraught and mad with terror ? 

Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
Speak and look back, and pry on every side. 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 
Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles ; 
And both are ready in their offices, lo 

At any time, to grace my stratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone? 

Glou. He is ; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 



/ 



Enter the Mayor and Catesby. 

Buck. Lord mayor, — 

Glou. Look to the drawbridge there I 

Buck. Hark 1 a drum. 

Glou. Catesby, overlook the walls. 
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Buc/^, Lord mayor, the reason we have sent— 

G/ou. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buck. God and our innocency defend and guard us ! 20 

GIou. Be patient, they are friends, Ratcliff and Lovel. 

Enter LovEL and Ratcliff, with Hastings* head. 

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Clou, So dear I loved the man, that I must weep. 
I took him for the plainest harmless creature 
That breathed upon this earth a Christian ; 
Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : 
So smooth he daub'd his vice with show of virtue, 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, 30 

I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife. 
He lived from all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st shelter'd traitor 
That ever lived. 

Would yoii imagine, or almost believe, 
Were't not that, by great preservation. 
We live to tell it you, the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-house 
To murder me and my good Lord of Gloucester ? 

May. What, had he so? 40 

Clou. What, think you we are Turks or infidels? 
Or that we would, against the form of law. 
Proceed thus rashly to the villain's death. 
But that the extreme peril of the case. 
The peace of England and our persons' safety, 
Enforced us to this execution? 

May. Now, fair befall you ! he deserved his death ; 
And you, my good lords both, have well proceeded. 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 
I never looked for better at his hands, 50 

After he once fell in with Mistress Shore. 

Glou. Yet had not we determined he should die. 
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Until your lordship came to see his death ; 

Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 

Somewhat against our meaning, have prevented : 

Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 

The traitor speak, and timorously confess 

The manner and the purpose of his treason ; 

That you might well have signified the same 

Unto the citizens, who haply may 60 

Misconstrue us in him and wail his death. 

May, But, my good lord, your grace's word shall serve, 
As well as I had seen and heard him speak : 
And doubt you not, right noble princes both, 
But 111 acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this cause. 

G/ou. And to that end we wish'd your lordship here, 
To avoid the carping censures of the world. 

Buck, But since you come too late of our intents. 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend: . 70 

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell 

[Ext't Mayor* 

Glou, Go, after, afler, cousin Buckingham. 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post : 
There, at your meet'st advantage of the time, 
Infer the bastardy of Edward's children : 
Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen, 
Only for saying he would make his son 
fieir to the crown ; meaning indeed his house. 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury. So 

And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 
Which stretched to their servants, daughters, wives, 
Even where his lustful eye or savage heart, 
Without control, listed to make his prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person : 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that unsatiate Edward, noble York 
My princely father then had wars in France; 
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And, by just computation of the time, 

Found that the issue was not his begot ; 90 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father: 

But touch this sparingly, as 'twere far off; 

Because you know, my lord, my mother lives. 

Buck, Fear not, my lord, PU play the orator 
As if the golden fee for which I plead 
Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glou, If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard*s Castle ; 
Where you shall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fathers and well-learned bishops. icx> 

Buck. I go ; and towards three or four o'clock 
Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. [Exit 

Glou, Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw ; 
\To Catesby\ Go thou to Friar Penker : bid them both 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's Castle. 

\Exeunt all but Gloucester, 
Now will I in, to take some privy order. 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 
And to give notice, that no manner of person 
At any time have recourse unto the princes. \Exit, 



Scene VI. The same. A street. 

Enter a Scrivener, with a paper in his hand. 

Scriv. This is the indictment of the good Lord Hastings ; 
Which in a set hand fairly is engrossed, 
That it may be this day read o*er in Paul's. 
And mark how well the sequel hangs together: 
Eleven hours I spent to write it over, 
For yesternight by Catesby was it brought me ; 
The precedent was full as long a-doing: 
And yet within these five hours lived Lord Hastings, 
Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. f 

Here 's a good world the while 1 Why who 's so gr6ss, 10 
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That seeth not this palpable device? 

Yet who's so blind, but says he sees it not? 

Bad is the world ; and all will come to nought, 

When such bad dealing must be seen in thought. [Exif, 



Scene VII. Baynar^s Castle. 

Enter Gloucester and Buckingham, at several doors, 

Glou, How now, my lord, what say the citizens? 

Buck, Now, by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum and speak not a word. 

Glou, Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's children ? 

Buck, I did ; with his contract with Lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France ; 
The insatiate greediness of his desires, 
And his enforcement of the city wives ; 
His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, 
As being got, your father then in France, lo 

And his resemblance, being not like the duke : 
Withal I did infer your lineaments. 
Being the right idea of your father, 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind ; 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace. 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpose 
Untouched, or slightly handled, in discourse : 
And when mine oratory grew to an end, 2c 

I bid them that did love their country's good 
Cry *God save Richard, England's royal king !* 

Glou, Ah ! and did they so ? 

Buck, No, so God help me, they spake not a word ; 
But, like dumb statuas or breathing stones, 
Gazed each on other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; 
And ask'd the mayor what meant this wilful silence : 

F 
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His answer was, the people were not wont 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 30 

Then he was urged to. tell my tale again, 
^Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke inferred;' 
But nothing spake in warrant from himself 
When he had done, some followers of mine own. 
At the lower end of the hall, hurl'd up their caps. 
And some ten voices cried ^ God save King Richard ! ' 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, 
' Thanks, gentle citizens and friends,' quoth I ; 
^This general applause and loving shout 
Argues your wisdoms and your love to Richard:' 40 

And even here brake off, and came away. 

Glou. What tongueless blocks were they 1 would they 

not speak? 
Buck, No, by my troth, my lord. 
Glou. Will not the mayor then and his brethren come ? 

Buck. The mayor is here at hand : intend some fear ; 
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And stand betwixt two churchmen, good my lord ; 
For on that ground 111 build a holy descant: 
And be not easily won to our request : 50 

Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it 

Glou. I go ; and if you plead as well for them 
As I can say nay to thee for myseli^ 
No doubt well bring it to a happy issue. .^ 

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor knocks. 

[Exit Glouces/er. 

Enter the Mayor emd Citizens. 

Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here; 
I think the duke will not be spoke withal 

Enter Catesby. 

Here comes his servant ; how now, Catesbyp 
What says he? 
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« 

Cafe. My lord, he doth entreat your grace 

To visit him to-morrow or next day : 60 

He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 
And in no worldly suit would he be moved, 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to thy lord again ; 
Tell him, myself the mayor and citizens. 
In deep designs and matters of great moment, 
No less importing than our general good. 
Are come to have some conference with his grace. 69 

Cafe. Ill tell him what you say, my lord. [Exz'f. 

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward ! 
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, 
But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 
But meditating with two deep divines ; 
Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul : 
Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 
But, sure, I fear, we shall ne'er win him to it. 80 

May. Marry, God forbid his grace should say us nay! 

Buck. I fear he wilL 

Re-enter Catesby. 

How now, Catesby, what says your lord ? 

Cote. My lord, 

He wonders to what end you have assembled 
Such troops of citizens to speak with him. 
His grace not being wam'd thereof before : 
My lord, he fears you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven, I come in perfect love to him ; 90 

And S9 once more retiun and tell his grace. 

\Exii Catesby. 

7 2 



68 KING RICHARD THE THIRD. 

m 

When holy and devout religious men 

Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence, 

So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter GLOUCESTER alofl, between two Bishops. 

Catesby returns. 

May, See, where he stands between two clergymen ! 

'Buck, Two props of virtue for a Christian prince, 
To stay him from the fall of vanity : 
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand. 
True ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, . loo 

Lend favourable ears to our request ; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion and right Christian zeaL 

Glou, My lord, there needs no such apology : 
I rather do beseech you pardon me. 
Who, earnest in the service of my God, 
Neglect the visitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure? 

Buck, Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above. 
And all good men of this ungovem'd isle. no 

Glou, I do suspect I have done some offence 
That seems disgracious in the city's eyes, 
And that you come to reprehend my igpiorance. 

Buck, You have, my lord : would it might please your 
grace. 
At our entreaties, to amend that fault ! 

Glou, Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land? 

Buck, Then know, it is your fault that you resign 
The supreme seat, the throne majestical, 
The scepter'd office of your ancestors. 
Your state of fortune and your due of birth, 120 

The lineal glory of your royal house, 
To the corruption of a blemish'd stock : 
Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our country's good, 
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This noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 

Her face defaced with scars of infamy, 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 

And almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf 

Of blind forgetfulness and dark oblivion. 

Which to recure, we heartily solicit 130 

Your gracious self to take on you the charge 

And kingly government of this your land, 

Not as protector, steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another's gain ; 

But as successively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 

For this, consorted with the citizens, 

Your very worshipful and loving friends, 

And by their vehement instigation. 

In this just suit come I to move your grace. 140 

G/ou. I know not whether to depart in silence. 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, 
Best fitteth my degree or your condition : 
If not to answer, you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty. 
Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours. 
So seasoned with your faithful love to me, 
Then, on the other side, I checked my friends. 150 

Therefore, to speak, and to avoid the first, 
And then, in speaking, not to incur the last. 
Definitively thus I answer you. 
Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert 
Unmeritable shuns your high request. 
First, if all obstacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crown, 
As my ripe revenue and due by birth ; 
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit. 
So mighty and so many my defects, 160 

As I had rather hide me from my greatness. 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea. 



70 KINQ RICHARD THE THIRD. 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory smother'd. 

But, God be thanked, there 's no need of me, 

And much I need to help you, if need were ; 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 

Which, mellowed by the stealing hours of time, 

Will well become the seat of majesty. 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reig^ 170 

On him I lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars ; 

Which God defend that I should wring from him ! 

Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your grace ; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumstances well considered. 
You say that Edward is your brother's son : 
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife ; 
For first he was contract to Lady Lucy — 
Your mother lives a witness to that vow— 180 

And afterward by substitute betroth'd 
To Bona, sister to the King of France, 
These both put by, a poor petitioner, 
A care-crazed mother of a many children, 
A beauty-waning and distressed widow. 
Even in the afternoon of her best days. 
Made prize and purchase of his lustful eye, 
Seduced the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To base declension and loathed bigamy: 
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got igo 

This Edward, whom our manners term the prince. 
More bitterly could I expostulate. 
Save that, for reverence to some alive, 
I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 
Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 
This profFer'd benefit of dignity ; 
If not to bless us and the land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing times, 
Unto a lineal true-derived course. 200 
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May. DOy good my lord, yonr citizens entreat you. 

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer'd love. 

Catg. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful suit ! 

Glou. Alas, why would you heap these cares on me?. 
I am unfit for state and majesty: 
I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 
I cannot nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it, — ^as, in love and zeal, 
Loath to depose the child, your brother's son ; 
As well we know your tenderness of h^art 210 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, 
Which we have noted in you to your kin, 
And egally indeed to all estates,—* 
Yet whether you accept our suit or no, 
Your brother's son shall never reign our king ; 
But we will plant some other in the throne, 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house : 
And in this resolution . here we leave you. 
Come, citizens ; 'zounds 1 1 11 entreat no more. 

Giou. O, do not swear, my lord of Buckinghanu 220 

[Exii Buckingham with the Citizens. 

Gate. Call them again, my lord, and accept their suit. 

Another. Do, good my lord, lest all the land do rue it. 

Glou. Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 
Well, call them again. I am not made of stones, 
But penetrable to your kind entreats, 
Albeit against my conscience and my soul 

Re-enter Buckingham and the rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and you sage, grave men, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her burthen, whether I will or np, 

I must have patience to endure the load ; 230 

But if black scandal or foul-faced reproach 

Attend the sequel of your imposition. 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 

From all the impure blots and stains thereof; 
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For God he knows, and you may partly see, 
How far I am from the desire thereof. 

May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and will say it 

Glou, In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 

Buck, Then I salute you with this kingly title : 
Long live Richard, England's royal king! 240 

May, and Cit, Amen. 

Buck, To-morrow will it please you to be crown'd? 

Glau, Even when you please, since you will have it so. 

Buck, To-morrow, then, we will attend your grace : 
And so most joyfully we take our leave. 

Glou, Come, let us to our holy task again. 
Farewell, good cousin ; farewell, gentle friends. [Exeunt, 



ACT IV, 

Scene I. Before the Tower. 

Enter^ on one side. Queen Elizabeth, Duchess of 
York, and Marquess of Dorset ; on the other, Anne, 
Duchess of Gloucester, leading Lady Margaret 
Plantagenet, Clarence's young Daughter, 

Duch, Who meets us here } my niece Plantagenet 
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloucester ? 
Now, for my life, she's wandering to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love to greet the tender princes. 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne, God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 
' Q. Eliz, As much to you, good sister ! Whither away ? 

Anne, No farther than the Tower ; and, as I guess, 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves. 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. lo 
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Q. Elix. Kind sister, thanks : we ^ enter all together. 

Enter Brakenbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave. 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York ? 

Br(xk, Right well, dear madam. By your patience, 
I may not suffer you to visit them; 
The king hath straitly charged the contrary. 

Q, Eliz. The king \ why, who 's that ? 

Brak, I cry you mercy: I mean the lord protector. 

Q» Eliz. The Lord protect him from that kingly title ! 
Hath he set bounds betwixt their love and me? 21 

I am their mother ; who should keep me from them ? 

Duch^ I am their father's mother ; I will see them. 

Anne, Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother; 
Then bring me to their sights ; 1 11 bear thy blame. 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril 

Brak. No, madam, no ; I may not leave it so : 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. [Exit 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan, Let me but see you, ladies, one hour hence. 
And I '11 salute your grace of York as mother, 30 

And reverend looker on, of two fair queens. 
[To Anne"] Come, madam, you must straight to West- 
minster, 
There to be crowned Richard's royal queen. 

Q. Eliz. O, cut my lace in sunder, that my pent heart 
May have some scope to beat, or else I swoon 
With this dead-killing news ! 

Anne, Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasing news ! 

Dor, Be of good cheer : mother, how fares your grace ? 

Q. Eliz, O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee hence ! 
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels ; 40 

Thy mother's name is ominous to children. 
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 
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And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell : 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house, 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse, 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen. 

S^an, Full of wise care is this your counsel, madam. 
Take all the swift advantage of the hours } 
You shall have letters from me to my son 50 

To meet you on the way, and welcome you. 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay. 

Duck, O ill-dispersing wind of misery ! 

my accursed womb, the bed of death ! 

A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whose unavoided eye is murderous. 

Sian, Come, madam, come $ I in all haste was sent 

Anne, And I in all unwillingness will go. 

1 would to God that the inclusive verge 

Of golden metal that must round my brow 60 

Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain I 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom. 
And die, ere men can say, God save the queen! 

Q. Elisi, Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ; 
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne, No ! why ? When he that is my husband now 
Came to me, as I foUow'd Henry's corse, 
When scarce the blood was well wash'd from his hands 
Which issued from my other angel husband 
And that dead saint which then I weeping follow'd ; 70 
O, when, I say, I look'd on Richard's face, 
This was my wish : * Be thou,' quoth I, * accursed, 
For making me, so young, so old a widow 1 
And, when thou wed'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed ; 
And be thy wife — if any be so mad — 
As miserable by the life of thee 
As thou hast made me by my dear lord's death V 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again, 
Even in so short a space, my woman's heart 
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Grossly grew captive to his honey words 80 

And proved the subject of my own souFs curse, 

Which ever since hath kept my eyes from rest ; 

For never yet one hour in his bed 

Have I enjoy'd the golden dew of sleep, 

But have been waked by his timorous dreams. 

Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Q, Eliz. Poor heart, adieu ! I pity thy complaihing. 

Anne. No more than from my soul I mourn for yours. 

Q. Eliz. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory ! 90 

Anne, Adieu, poor soul, that takest thy leave of it ! 

Duck, [To Dorset] Go thou to Richmond, and good for- 
tune guide thee ! 

[To Anne'] Go thou to Richard, and good angels guard thee ! 

[To Queen Eltz.] Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts 
possess theel 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with mel 

Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 

And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen. 

Q. Eliz. Stay, yet look back with me unto the Tower. 
Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes 
Whom envy hath immured within your walls I 100 

Rough cradle for such little pretty ones I 
Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well ! 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell [Exeunt, 



Scene II. London. The pcUace. 

Sennet. Enter Richard, in pomp, crowned; Bucking- 
ham, Catesby, a Page, and others. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart. Cousin of Buckingham! 
Buck. My gracious sovereign? 
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K. Rich. Give me thy hand. \Here he ascendeth his 

throne,'] Thus high, by thy advice 

And thy assistance, is King Richard seated: 

But shall we wear these honours for a day? 

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them? 

Buck, Still live they and for ever may they last ! 

K, Rich, O Buckingham, now do I play the touch. 
To try if thou be current gold indeed : 
Young Edward lives : think now what I would say. lo 

Buck. Say on, my loving lord. 

K, Rich, Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be king. 

Buck, Why, so you are, my thrice renowned liege. 

K, Rich, Ha ! am I king ? 'tis so : but Edward lives. 

Buck, True, noble prince. 

K, Rich, O bitter consequence. 

That Edward still should live true noble prince ! 
Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull : 
Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead; 
And I would have it suddenly performed. 
What sayest thou? speak suddenly; be brie£ 20 

Buck, Yoiu: grace may do your pleasure. 

K, Rich, Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness freezeth : 
Say, have I thy consent that they shall die? 

Buck, Give me some breath, some little pause, my lord, 
Before I positively speak herein : 
I will resolve your grace immediately. [Exit 

Cote, [Aside to a stander by\ The king is angry : sec, 
he bites the lip. 

K, Rich, I will converse with iron-witted fools 
And unrespective boys : none are for me 
That look into me with considerate eyes : 30 

High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. 
Boy I 

Page, My lord? 

K, Rich, Know'st thou not any whom corrupting gold 
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Would tempt onto a close exploit of death ? 

Page, My lord, I know a discontented gentleman, 
Whose humble means match not his haughty mind : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 39 

AT. Rich, What is his name ? 

Page. His name, my lord, is TyrreL 

fC. Rich. I partly know the man : go, call him hither. 

[Exit Page. 
The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 

No more shall be the neighbour to my counsel ; 

Hath he so long held out with me untired, 

And stops he now for breath? 

Enter Stanley. 

How now ! what news with you ? 

Stan. My lord, I hear the Marquis Dorset's fled 
To Richmond, in those parts beyond the seas 
Where he abides. [Stands apart. 

K. Rich. Catesby ! 50 

Cate. My lord? 

K. Rich. Rumour it abroad 

That Anne, my wife, is sick and like to die: 

I will take order for her keeping close. 

Inquire me out some mean-bom gentleman. 

Whom I will marry straight to Clarence' daughter : 

The boy is foolish, and I fear not him. 

Look, how thou dream'st ! I say again, give out 

That Anne my wife is sick and like to die : 

About it; for it stands me much upon, 60 

To stop, all hopes whose growth may damage me. 

[Exit Catesby. 
I must be married to my brother's daughter, 

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass. 

Murder her brothers, and then marry her 1 

Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 

So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin : 
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Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 

Re-enter Page, with Tyrrel. 

Is thy name Tyrrel? 

Tyr, James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject. 

K. Rich, Art thou, indeed ? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious sovereign. 

K, Rich, Darest thou resolve to kill a friend of mine ? 

Tyr. Ay, my lord ; 72 

But I had rather kill two enemies. 

K. Rich, Why, there thou hast it : two deep enemies, 
Foes to my rest and my sweet sleep's disturbers 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon : 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tyr, Let me have open means to come to them, 
And soon 1 11 rid you from the fear of thenu 

K. Rich, Thou sing'st sweet music. Hark, come hither, 
Tyrrel : 80 

Go, by this token: rise, and lend thine ear: [Whispers, 
There is no more but so : say it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee tooJ 

Tyr. 'Tis done, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich. Shall we hear from thee, Tyrrel, ere we sleep ? 

Tyr. Ye shall, my lord. [Exit. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 

Buck. My lord, I have consider*d in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K. Rich. Well, let that pass. Dorset is fled to Rich- 
mond. 

Bi4ck, I hear that news, my lord. 90 

K, Rich, Stanley, he is your wife's son : well, look to it 

Buck. My lord, I claim your gift, my due by promise. 
For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd ; 
The earldom of Hereford and the moveables 
The which you promised I should possess. 
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IC, Rich, Stanley, look to your wife : if she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it 
Buck, What says your highness to my just demand ? 

K, Rich, As I remember, Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy that Richmond should be king, loo 

When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 
A king, perhaps, perhaps, — 

Buck, My lord ! 

K, Rich, How chance the prophet could not at that time 
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him? 

Buck, My lord, your promise for the earldom, — 

K, Rich, Richmond 1 When last I was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle. 
And call'd it Rougemont: at which name I started, 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once, no 

I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 

Buck, My lord! 

K, RicK Ay, what 's o'clock ? 

Buck, I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promised me. 

K. Rich. Well, but what 's o'clock ? 

Buck. Upon the stroke of ten. 

K, Rich, Well, let it strike. 

Buck, Why let it strike? 

K, Rich, Because that, like a Jack, thou keep'st the 
stroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-day. 120 

Buck, Why, then resolve me whether you will or no. 

K, Rich, Tut, tut. 
Thou troublest me ; I am not in the vein. 

\Exeunt all but Buckingham, 

Buck, Is it even so? rewards he my true service 
With such deep contempt ? made I him king for this ? 
O, let me think on Hastings, and be gone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on 1 \ExiU 
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Scene IIL The same. 

Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody deed is done, 
The most arch act of piteous massacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
JDighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this ruthless piece of butchery, 
Although they were flesh'd villsuns, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and kind compassion 
Wept like two children in their deaths' sad stories. 
*Lo, thus,' quoth Dighton,* * lay those tender babes': 
'Thus, thus,' quoth Forrest, 'girdling one another lo 

Within their innocent alabaster arms : 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 
Which in their summer beauty kiss'd each other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 
Which once,' quoth Forrest, * almost changed my mind ; 
But O 1 the devil ' — there the villain stopp'd ; 
Whilst Dighton thus told on: *We smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 
That from the prime creation e'er she framed.' 
Thus both are gone with conscience and remorse j 20 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both, 
To bring this tidings to the bloody king. 
And here he comes. 

Enter King Richard. 

All hail, my sovereign liege \ 

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy news ? 

Tyr, If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy then, 
For it is done, my lord. 

K, Rick. But didst thou see them dead ? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K, Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them ; 



ACT IV. SCENE IV. 8l 

But how or in what place I do not know. 30 

IC. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after supper, 
And thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 

Farewell till soon. \Eont Tyrrel. 

The son of Clarence have I pent up close ; 
His daughter meanly have I matched in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom. 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night 
Now, for I know the Breton Richmond aims 40 

At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter. 
And, by that knot, looks proudly o'er the crown, 
To her I go, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catesby. 
Cate. My lord ! 

K, Rich, Good news or bad, that thou comest in so 
bluntly ? 

Cote. Bad news, my lord : Ely is fled to Richmond ; 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welshmen, 
Is in the field, and still his power increaseth. 

K, Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied army. 50 

Come, I have heard that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 
Delay leads impotent and snail-paced beggary: 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king! , 

Come, muster men : my counsel is my shield ; 
We must be brief when traitors brave the field. [Exeunt 



Scene IV. Before the palace. 

Enter Queen Margaret. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begplns to mellow 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 

G 
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Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd, 

To watch the waning of mine adversaries. 

A dire induction am I witness to, 

And will to France, hoping the consequence 

Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical 

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret : who comes here ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess of York. 

Q. Eliz, Ah, my young princes ! ah, my tender babes ! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets 1 lo 

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her ; say, that right for right 
Hath dinmi'd your infant mom to aged night. 

Duch, So many miseries have crazed my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dmnb, 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

Q, Mar, Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet 20 

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt 

g. Eliz, Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle lambs, 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didst thou sleep when such a deed was done? 

Q, Mar, When holy Harry died, and my sweet son. 

Duch, Blind sight, dead life, poor mortal living ghost, 
Woe*s scene, world's shame, grave's due by life usurp'd, 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days. 
Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, [Sitting down. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocents' blood ! 30 

Q, Eliz, O, that thou wouldst as well afford a grave 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ! 
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here. 
O, who hath any cause to mourn but I? 

[Sitting down by her, 

Q. Mar, If ancient sorrow be most reverend, 
Give mine the benefit of seniory. 
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And let my woes frown on the upper hand. 

If sorrow can admit society, [Sitting down with tJiem, 

Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine: 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 40 

I had a Harry, till a Richard kill'd him : 

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kilPd him ; 

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Duck, I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him ; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 

Q. Mar. TThou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard kilPd 
him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood, 50 

That foul defacer of God's handiwork. 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth. 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. 
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother's body. 
And makes her pew-fellow with others' moan ! 

Duck. O Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes ! 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 60 

Q. Mar, Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that stabb'd my Edward ; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward ; 
Young York he is but boot, because both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loss : 
Thy Clarence he is dead that kill'd my Edward ; 
And the beholders of this tragic play. 
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely smother'd in their dusky graves. 70 

Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer. 
Only reserved their factor, to buy souls 
And send them thither : but at hand, at hand, 

G2 
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Ensues his piteous and unpitied end : 
Earth gapes, hell bums, fiends roar, saints pray, 
To have him suddenly conveyed away. 
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray. 
That I may live to say. The dog is dead 1 

Q, Eliz. O, thou didst prophesy the time would come 
That I should wish for thee to help. me curse 80 

That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd toad ! 

2- Mar. I caird thee then vain flourish of my fortune ; 
I call'd thee then poor shadow, painted queen ; 
The presentation of but what I was ; 
The flattering index of a direfiil pageant ; 
One heaved a-high, to be hurPd down below; ^ 

A mother only mock'd with two sweet babes ; 
A dream of what thou wert, a breath, a bubble, 
A sign of dignity, a garish flag, 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 90 

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 
Where is thy husband now? where be thy brothers? 
Where are thy children ? wherein dost thou joy ? 
Who sues to thee and cries *God save the queen'? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that followed thee ? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art : 
For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care ; 100 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 
For one that scom'd at me, now scom'd of me ; . 
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one ; 
For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about. 
And left thee but a very prey to time ; 
Having no more but thought of what thou wert. 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art 
Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? no 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burthen'd yoke ; 
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From which even here I slip my weary neck, 
And leave the burthen of it all on thee. 
Farewell, York's wife, and queen of sad mischance : 
These English woes will make me smile in France. 

Q. Eliz. O thou well skilPd in curses, stay awhile. 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies ! 

gi Mar, Forbear to sleep the nights, and fast the days ; 
Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, 120 

And he that slew them fouler than he is ; 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad causer worse : 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q, Eliz, My words are dull ; O, quicken them with thine ! 
Q. Mar, Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce 
like mine. \Exit, 

Duch. Why should calamity be full of words ? 

Q, Eliz, Windy attorneys to their client woes, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys. 
Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 

Let them have scope : though what they do impart 130 
Help not at all, yet do they ease the heart. 

Duch, If so, then be not tongue-tied : go with me. 
And in the breath of bitter words let 's smother 
My damned son, which thy two sweet sons smother'd. 
1 hear his drum : be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, marchings with drums and 

trumpets. 

K, Rich, Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Duch, O, she that might have intercepted thee. 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb. 
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done ! 

Q, Eliz, Hidest thou that forehead with a golden crown, 
Where should be graven, if that right were right, 141 
The slaughter of the prince that owed that crown. 
And the dire death of my two sons and brothers ? 
Tell me, thou villain slave, where are my children ? 
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Duck, Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son? 

Q, Eliz, Where is kind Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey? 

K, Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! strike alarum, drums ! 
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed : strike, I say ! 1 50 

[Flourish, Alarums, 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duch, Art thou my son? 

K, Rich, Ay, I thank God, my father, and yourself. 

Duch, Then 'patiently hear my impatience. 

K, Rich, Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
Which cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duch, O, let me speak! 

K, Rich, Do then ; but 1*11 not hear. 

Duch, I will be mild and gentle in my speech. i6c 

K, Rich, And brief, good mother ; for I am in haste. 

Duch, Art thou so hasty ? I have stayed for thee, 
God knows, in anguish, pain and agony. 

K, Rich, And came I not at last to comfort you ? 

Duch, No, by the holy rood, thou know*st it well, 
Thou camest on earth to make the earth my helL 
A grievous burthen was thy birth to me ; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and furious, 
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous, 170 
Thy age confirmed, proud, subtle, bloody, treacherous; 
More mild, but yet more harmful ; kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 
That ever graced me in thy company? 

K. Rich. Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that call'd 
your grace 
To breakfast once forth of my company. 
If I be so disgracious in your sight, 



ACT IV. SCENE TV. Sj 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 
Strike up the drum. 

Duck. I prithee, hear me speak. 

JC. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 
Duck. Hear me a word; i8o 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

K. Rich. So. 

DucK Either thou wilt die, by God*s just ordinance, 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror, 
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore take with thee my most heavy curse; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'stl 
My prayers on the adverse party fight ; 190 

And there the little souls of Edward's children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies 
And promise them success and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 
Shame serves thy life and doth thy death attend. \Exit. 

Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much less spirit 
to curse 
Abides in me ; I say amen to all. 

K. Rick. Stay, madam ; I must speak a word with you. 

Q, Eliz. I have no moe sons of the royal blood 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard, 200 

They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K, Rich. You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

g. Eliz, And must she die for this ? O, let her live. 
And 1 11 corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ; 
Slander myself as false to Edward's bed ; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy ; 
So she may live unscarr*d of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 210 
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K, Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal blood. 
Q, Eliz, To save her life, 111 say she is not so. 

K, Rich, Her life is only safest in her birth. 

Q, Eliz, And only in that safety died her brothers. 

K, Rich, Lo, at their births good stars were opposite. 

Q, Eliz, No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. 

K, Rich, All tmavoided is the doom of destiny. 

Q. Eliz, True, when avoided grace makes destiny : 
My babes were destined to a fairer death. 
If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life. 220 

K, Rich, You speak as if that I had slain my cousins. 

Q, Eliz, Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle cozeh'd 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hand soever lanced their tender hearts, 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart. 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys 230 
Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes ; 
And I, in such a desperate bay of death. 
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft. 
Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

K, Rich, Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise 
And dangerous success of bloody wars. 
As I intend more good to you and yours 
Than ever you or yours were by me wrong'd ! 

Q, Eliz, What good is cover'd with the face of heaven, 
To be discovered, that can do me good? 240 

K, Rich, The advancement of your children, gentle lady. 
Q. Eliz, Up to some scaffold, there to lose their heads ? 

K. Rich, No, to the dignity and height of honour. 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 

Q. Eliz, Flatter my sorrows with report of it ; 
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Tell me what state, what dignity, what honour, 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine ? 

IC, Rich, Even all I have ; yea, and myself and all, 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 250 

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs 
Which thou supposest I have done to thee. 

Q. Eliz, Be brief, lest that the process of thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness' date. 

K, Rick. Then know, that from my soul I love thy 
daughter. 

Q. Eliz. My daughter's mother thinks it with her soul. 

K. Rich. What do you think ? 

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter from thy soul : 
So from thy soul's love didst thou love her brothers ; 
And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it. 260 

K. Rich, Be not so hasty to confound my meaning : 
I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter, 
And mean to make her queen of England. 

Q. Eliz. Say then, who dost thou mean shall be her king ? 

K. Rich. Even he that makes her queen : who should' 
be else? 

Q. Eliz. What, thou ? 

K. Rich. I, even I : what think you of it, madam ? 

Q, Eliz. How canst thou woo her ? 

K. Rich. That would I learn of you, 

As one that are best acquainted with her humour. 269 

Q, Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 
Edward and York ; then haply she will weep : 
Therefore present to her, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's blood, — 
A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brother's body. 
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And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to love, 

Send her a story of thy noble acts ; 280 

Tell her thou madest away her uncle Clarence, 

Her uncle Rivers ; yea, and, for her sake, 

Madest quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich, Come, come, you mock me ; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Q, Eliz. There is no other way ; 

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape. 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K, Rich, Say that I did all this for love of her. 

Q, Eliz, Nay, then indeed she cannot choose but hate 
thee. 
Having bought love with such a bloody spoil 290 

K, Rich, Look, what is done cannot be now amended : 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes. 
Which after hours give leisure to repent 
If I did take the kingdom from your sons, 
To make amends, 1 11 give it to your daughter. 
: If I have kilTd the issue of your womb. 
To quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter :, 
A grandam's name is little less in love 
Than is the doting title of a mother ; 300 

They are as children but one step below. 
Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 
Of all one j)ain, save for a night of groans 
Endured of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Your children were vexatious to your youth. 
But mine shall be a comfort to your age^ 
The loss you have is but a son being king, 
And by that loss your daughter is made queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 310 

Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul 
Leads discontented steps in foreign soil, 
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This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity : 
The king, that calls your beauteous daughter wife, 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother ; 
Again shall you be mother to a king, 
And all the ruins of distressfid times 
Repaired with double riches of content. 
\ What ! we have many goodly days to see : 320 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed 
Shall come again, transformed to orient pearl. 
Advantaging their loan with interest 
Of ten times double gain of happiness.] 
Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 
Make bold her bashful years with your experience ; 
Prepare hej* ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 
Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame 
Of golden sovereignty^ acquaint the princess 
With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys ; 330 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 
The petty rebel, duU-brain'd Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ; 
To whom I will retail my conquest won. 
And she shall be sole victress, Caesar's Caesar. 

Q, Eliz» What were I best to say ? her father's brother 
Would be her lord ? or shall I say, her uncle ? 
Or, he that slew her brothers and her uncles? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee, 340 

That God, the law, my honour and her love, . 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 

K, Rich, Infer fair England's peace by this alliance. 

0. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still lasting war. 

K, RLh, Say that the king, which may command, entreats. 

g. Eliz, That at her hands which the king's King forbids. 

K. Rich, Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen. 

Q. Eliz, To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich, Say, I will love her everlastingly. 
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) 

Q. Eliz, But how long shall that title 'ever* last? 350 

K. Rich, Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end 

Q,^Eltz, But how long fairly shall her sweet life last? 

K, Rich, So long as heaven and nature lengthens it 

Q. Eliz, So long as hell and Richard likes of it 

K, Rich, Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject love. 

Q, Eliz, But she, your subject, loathes such sovereignty. 

K, Rich, Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q, Eliz. An honest tale speeds best being plainly told. 

K, Rich, Then in plain terms tell her my loving tale. 

Q, Eliz, Plain and not honest is too harsh a style. 360 

K, Rich, Your reasons are too shallow and too quick. 

Q, Eliz, O no, my reasons are too deep and dead ; 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their grave. 

K, Rich, Harp not on that string, madam ; that is past 

Q. Eliz, Harp on it still shall I till heartstrings break. 

K, Rich, Now, by my George, my garter, and my crown, — 

Q. Eliz, Profaned, dishonoured, and the third usurp'd. 

K, Rich, I swear — 

Q, Eliz, By nothing ; for this is no oath : 

The George, profaned, hath lost his holy honour; 
The garter, blemished, pawn'd his knightly virtue; 370 
The crown, usurped, disgraced his kingly glory. 
If something thou wilt swear to be believed, 
Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong'd. 

K, Rich, Now, by the world — 

Q, Eliz. *Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

K. Rich. My father's death— 

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonoured. 

K. Rich. Then, by myself— 

Q, Eliz. Thyself thyself misusest 

K, Rich, Why then, by God— 

Q. Eliz, God's wrong is most of alL 

If thou hadst feared to break an oath by Him, 
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The unity the king thy brother made 

Had not been broken, nor my brother slain : 380 

If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by Him, 

The imperial metal, circling now thy brow. 

Had graced the tender temples of my child, 

And both the princes had been breathing here. 

Which now, two tender playfellows for dust. 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 

What canst thou swear by now? 

K. Rick. The time to come. 

Q, Eliz, That thou hast wronged in the time o'erpast ; 
For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past wrong'd by thee. 390 

The children live, whose parents thou hast slaughtered, 
Ungovem'd youth, to wail it in their age ; 
The parents live, whose children thou hast butchered. 
Old withered plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misused ere used, by time misused overpast. 

K, Rich, As I intend to prosper and repent, 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arms ! myself myself confound ! 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ! 400 

Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest ! 
Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To my proceedings, if, with pure heart's love. 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter i 
In her consists my happiness and thine ; 
Without her, follows to this land and me, 
To thee, herself, and many a Christian soul, 
Death, desolation, ruin and decay : 

It cannot be avoided but by this ; 410 

It will not be avoided but by this. 
Therefore, good mother, — I must call you so— 
Be the attorney of my love to her : 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
Not my deserts, but what 3 will deserve: 
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Urge the necessity and state of times, 
And be not peevish-fond in great designs. 

Q, Eliz, Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 

K, Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q, Eliz, Shall I forget myself to be myself? 420 

K, Rich, Ay, if yourself s remembrance wrong yourself. 

Q, Eliz, But thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury them ; 
Where in that nest of spicery they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture. 

Q, Eliz, Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 

K, Rich, And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. Eliz. I go. Write to me very shortly. 
And you shall understand from me her mind. 

K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kiss ; and so farewell 

[Exit Queen Elizabeth, 
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman ! 431 

Enter Ratcliff ; QAHiiESBY following. 

How now ! what news ? 

Rat. My gracious sovereign, on the western coast 
Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm'd, and unresolved to beat them back: 
'Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore. 

K. Rich. Some light-foot friend ^ost to the Duke of 
Norfolk : 440 

Ratcliff, thyself, or Catesby; where is he? 
Cote. Here, my lord. 

K. Rich. Fly to the duke : [To Ratcliff "l Post thou to 

Salisbury : 
When tiiou comest thither, — [To Catesby\ Dull, unmindful 

villain. 
Why stand'st thou still, and go'st not to the duke? 
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Caie, First, mighty sovereign, let me know your mind. 
What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 

K, Rick, O, true, good Catesby : bid him levy straight 
The greatest strength and power he can make. 
And meet me presently at Salisbury. 450 

Cote, I go. [Exit, 

Rat, What is't your highness' pleasure I shall do 
At Salisbury? 

K, Rich, Why, what wouldst thou do there before I go? 

Rat. Your highness told me I should post before. 

K, Rich, My mind is changed, sir, my mind is changed. 

Enter LORD Stanley. 

How now, what news with you? 

Stan, None good, my lord, to please you with the 
hearing ; 
Nor none so bad, but it may well be told. 

K, Rich, Hoyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad ! 460 
Why dost thou run so many mile about. 
When thou mayst tell thy tale a nearer way? 
Once more, what news? 

Stan, Richmond is on the seas. 

K, Rich, There let him sink, and be the seas on him ! 
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there? 

Stan, I know not, mighty sovereign, but by guess. 

K, Rich, Well, sir, as you guess, as you guess ? 

Stan, Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, and Ely, 
He makes for England, there to claim the crown. 

K, Rich, Is the chair empty? is the sword unsway'd? 
Is the king dead? the empire unpossessed? 471 

What heir of York is there alive but we ? 
And who is England's king but great York's heir? 
Then, tell me, what doth he upon the sea? 

Stan, Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

K. Rich, Unless for that he comes to be your liege, 
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You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Sfan. No, mighty liege ; therefore mistrust me not. 

JC, Rich, Where is thy power, then, to beat him back ? 
Where are thy tenants and thy followers? 481 

Are they not now upon the western shore. 
Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships ? 

Stan, No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. 

K, Rich, Cold friends to Richard: what do they in the north, 
When they should serve their sovereign in the west.-^ 

Stan, They have not been commanded, mighty sovereign : 
Please it your majesty to give me leave, 
m muster up my friends, and meet your grace 
Where and what time your majesty shall please. 490 

K, Rich, Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join with 
Richmond : 
I will not trust you, sir. 

Stan, Most mighty sovereign, 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful: 
I never was nor never will be false. 

K.Rich, Well, 
Go muster men ; but, hear you, leave behind 
Your son, George Stanley : look your faith be firm. 
Or else his head's assurance is but frail. 

Stan, So deal with him as I prove true to you. \Exit, 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshire, 500 
As I by friends am well advertised, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate 
Bishop of Exeter, his brother there. 
With many mbe confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Sec, Mess, My liege, in Kent the Guildfords are in arms ; 
And every hour more competitors 
Flock to their aid, and still their power increaseth. 
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Enter another Messenger. 

Third Mess, My lord, the army qf the Duke of Buck- 
ingham — 

K» Rich. Out on you, owls ! nothing but songs of death > 

[He striketh him. 
Take that, until thou bring me better news. 51a 

Third Mess, The news I have to tell your majesty 
Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispersed and scattered ; 
And he himself wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. 

K, Rich, I cry thee mercy : 

There is my purse to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advised friend proclaimed 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

Third Mess, Such proclamation hath been made my 
liege. 

Enter Another Messenger. 

Fourth Mess, Sir Thomas Lovel and Lord Marquis 
Dorset, 520 

'Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 
Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace. 
The Breton navy is dispersed by tempest : 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks 
If they were his assistants, yea or no ; 
Who answered him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, 
Hoised sail and made away for Brittany. 

K, Rich, March on, march on, since we are up in arms ; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 531 

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

Re-enter Catesby. 

Cate. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken ; 
That is the best news : that the Earl of Richmond 

H 
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Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 
Is colder tidings, yet they must be^lold: ^ 

JC. Rich, Away towards Salisbury ! while we reason here, 
A royal battle might be won and lost : 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury; the rest march on with me. 540 

[Fiourisk. Exeunt, 



Scene V. Z^rd Derby's house. 

Enter Derby and Sir Christopher Urswick. 

Der. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from me : 
That in the sty of this most bloody boar 
My son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold: 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head ; 
The fear of that withholds my present aid. 
But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Chris, At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-west, in Wales. 

Der, What men of name resort to him ? 

Chris, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier ; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley ; 10 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, > 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 
And many moe of noble fame and worth : 
And towards London they do bend their course. 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Der, Return unto thy lord ; commend me to him : 
Tell him the queen hath heartily consented 
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 
These letters will resolve him of my mind. 19 

Farewell [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. Salisbury, An open place. 

Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham, with halberds^ led to 

execution. 

Buck, "Will not King Richard let me speak with him? 

Sher, No, my good lord ; therefore be patient. 

Buck, Hastings, and Edward's children, Rivers, Grey, 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injustice, 
If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour, 
Even for revenge mock my destruction ! 
This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not? 10 

Sher, It is, my lord. 

Buck, Why, then All-Souls' day is my body's doomsday. 
This is the day that, in King Edward's time, 
I wish'd might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children or his wife's allies ; 
This is the day wherein I wish'd to fall 
By the false faith of him I trusted most ; 
This, this AlUSouls* day to my fearful soul 
Is the determined respite of my wrongs : 
That high All-seer that I dallied with 20 

Hath tum'd my feigned prayer on my head 
And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest. 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters' bosoms : 
Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon my head ; 
*When he,' quoth she, * shall split thy heart with sorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess.' 
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

\Exennt, 

H 2 
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Scene II. TAe camp near TamwortK 

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others^ 

with drum and colours, 

Rickm, Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends. 
Bruised underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 
That spoiPd your summer fields and fruitful vines, 
.. Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his trough 
In your embowelPd bosoms, — ^this foul swine lo 

Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 
Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither is but one day's march. 
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oxf, Every man's conscience is a thousand swords, 
To fight against that bloody homicide. 
Herb, I doubt not but his friends will fly to us. 

Blunt, He hath no friends but who are friends for fear, 
Which in his greatest need will shrink from him. 21 

Rickm. All for our vantage. Then, in* God's name, 
march : 
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's wings ; 
\ Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 
I [Exeunt, 

Scene III. Boswortk Field. 

Enter KING Richard in arms, with Norfolk, the Earl 

OF Surrey, and others. 

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bogworth 
field. 
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My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 

Sur, My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

K. Rich, My Lord of Norfolk,— 

Nor, Here, most gracious liege. 

K, Rich, Norfolk, we must have knocks ; ha 1 must we 
not? 

Nor, We must both give and take, my gracious lord. 

K, Rich, Up with my tent there ! here will I lie to- 
night ; 
But where to-morrow? Well, all's one for that. 
Who hath descried the number of the foe ? 

Nor, Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. lo 

K, Rich, Why, our battalion trebles that account : 
Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength, 
Which they upon the adverse party want. 
Up with my tent there ! Valiant gentlemen, 
Let us survey the vantage of the field ; 
Call for some men of sound direction : 
Let 's want no discipline, make no delay ; 
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. \Exeunt. 

Enter ^ on the other side of the fields Richmond, Sir 
William Brandon, Oxford, and others. Some of the 
Soldiers pitch Richmond's tent, 

Richm, The weary sun hath made a golden set. 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 20 

Gives signal of a goodly day to-morrow. 
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent : 
I *11 draw the form and model of our battle. 
Limit each leader to his several charge. 
And part in just proportion our small strength. 
My Lord of Oxford, you, Sir William Brandon, 
And you. Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me. 
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment : 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him, 30 

And by the second hour in the morning 
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Desire the earl to see me in my tent : 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou go'st, 

Where is Lord Stanley quartered, dost thou know? 

BlunL Unless I have mistaken his colours much, 
Which well I am assured I have not done, 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm. If without peril it be possible, 
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him, 4c 

And give him from me this most needful scroll 

Blunt, Upon my life, my lord, I '11 undertake it ; 
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night 1 

Richm, Good night, good Captain Blunt. Come, gentle- 
men. 
Let us consult upon to-morrow's business : 
In to our tent ; the air is raw and cold. 

\They withdraw into the tent. 

Enter, to his tent, KING RICHARD, Norfolk, Ratcliff, 

Catesby, and others, 

K. Rich. What is 't o'clock ? 

Cate, It 's supper-time, my lord ; 

It's nine o'clock. 

K. Rich, I will not sup to-night. 

Give me some ink and paper. 

What, is my beaver easier than it was ? 50 

And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cate, It is, my liege ; and all things are in readiness. 

K» Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ; 
Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

K. Rich, Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk. 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit. 

K, Rich. Catesby ! 

Cate. My lord? 

K. Rich, Send out a pursuivant at arms 
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To Stanley's regiment ; bid him bring his power 60 

Before sunrising, lest his son George fall 

Into the blind cave of eternal night [Exz'l Catesby, 

Fill me a bowl of wine. Give me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. 

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. 

Ratcliff ! 

Rat My lord ? 

K. Rich. Saw'st thou the melancholy Lord Northumber- 
land ? 

Rat, Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himself, 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop 70 

Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers. 

K, Rich, So, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of wine : 
I have not that alacrity of spirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 
Set it down. Is ink and paper ready? 

Rai. It is, my lord. 

K, Rich, Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 

Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my tent 
And help to arm me. Leave me, I say. 

\Exeuni Ratcliff and the other Attendants, 

Enter Derby to Richmond in his tent^ Lords and others 

attending, 

Der, Fortune and victory sit on thy helm ! 

Richm. All comfort that the dark night can afford 80 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law! 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Der, I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother. 
Who prays continually for Richmond's good ; 
So much for that. The silent hours steal on, 
And fiaky darkness breaks within the east. 
In brief, for so the season bids us be. 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war. 90 
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I, as I may — that which I would! cannot, — 

With best advantage will deceive the time, 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms: 

But on thy side I may not be too forward, 

Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his father's sight. 

Farewell : the leisure and the fearful time 

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse. 

Which so long sunder'd friends should dwell upon : loo 

God give us leisure for these rites of love ! 

Once more, adieu : be valiant, and speed well ! 

Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment : 
I'll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap, 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow. 
When I should mount with wings of victory : 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

\Exeunt all but Richmond. 
O Thou, whose captain I account myself. 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, i lo 

That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement. 
That we may praise thee in the victory! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul. 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes : 
Sleeping and waking, O, defend me still ! \Sleeps, 

Enter the Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry 

• the Sixth. 

Ghost, [To Richard] Let me sit heavy on thy soul to- 
morrow ! 
Think, how thou stab'dst me in my prime of youth 
At Tewksbury : despair, therefore, and die ! 120 

[To Richmond] Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged 

souls 
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 
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Enter the Ghost of Henry the Sixth. 

Ghost. [To Richard^ When I was mortal, my anointed 
body 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes : 
Think on the Tower and me : despair, and die I 
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and die ! 
[To Richmond^ Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! 
Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be king, 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep : live, and flourish ! 130 

Enter the Ghost of Clarence. 

Ghost, [To Richard] Let me sit heavy on thy soul to- 
morrow ! 
I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to death I 
To-morrow in the battle think on me. 
And fall thy edgeless sword : despair, and die !^ 
[To Richmond] Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee : 
Good angels guard thy battle ! live, and flourish I 

Enter the Ghosts of RiVEf s. Grey, and Vaughan. 

Ghost of R. [To Richard] Let me sit heavy on thy 
soul to-morrow. 
Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! despair, and die ! 140 

Ghost of G, [To Richard] Think upon Grey, and let 
thy soul despair! 

Ghost of V, [To Richard] Think upon Vaughan, and, 
with guilty fear. 
Let fall thy lance : despair, and die ! 

All. [To Richmond] Awake, and think our wrongs in 
Richard's bosom 
Will conquer him ! awake, and win the day ! 

Enter the Ghost of Hastings. 

Ghost. [To Richard] Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 
Think on Lord Hastings : despair, and die 1 
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[To Richmond] Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake! 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake ! 1 50 

Enter the Ghosts of the two young Princes. 

Ghosts. [To Richard] Dream on thy cousins smothered 

in the Tower : 
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death! 
Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair and die ! 
[To Richmond] Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake 

in joy ; 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 
Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

Enter the Ghost of Lady Anne. 

Ghost. [To Richard] Richard, thy wife, that wretched 
Anne thy wife. 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 160 

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations : 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgeless sword : despair, and die I 
[To Richmond] Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep ; 
Dream of success and happy victory ! 
Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghost of Buckingham. 

Ghost. [To Richard] The first was I that help'd thee to 

the crown ; 
The last was I that felt thy tyranny : 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltiness I 170 

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death : 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath ! 
[To Richmond] I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid : 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay'd : 
God and good angels fight on Richmond's side ; 
And Richard falls in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts out of his 
dream. 
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IT, Rick, Give me another horse : bind up my wounds. 
Have mercy, Jesu ! — Soft 1 I did but dream. 

coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me ! 

— The lights bum blue. It is now dead midnight 180 

>Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
•^ What do I fear ? myself? there 's none else by : 

Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here ? No. Yes, I am : 

Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason why : 

Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself? 

Alack, I love myself. Wherefore? for any good 

That I myself have done unto myself? 

O, no ! alas, I rather hate myself 
V For hateful deeds committed by myself I 190 

1 am a villain : yet I lie, I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well : fool, do not flatter. 
"■*^My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a several tale, 
And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury, in the highest degree ; 
Murder, stem murder, in the direst degree ; 
All several sins, all used in each degree. 
Throng to the bar, crying all. Guilty ! guilty ! 
I shall despair. There is no creature loves me ; 200 

And if I die, no soul shall pity me : 
Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself? 
Methought the souls of all that I had murder'd 
Came to my tent ; and every one did threat 
To-morrow 's vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratclifr 

Rat. My lord ! 

K. Rich, 'Zounds ! who is there ? 

Rat, Ratcliff, my lord ; 'tis I. The early village-cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the mom; 210 

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K, Rich, O Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful dream ! 
What thinkest thou, will our friends prove all true ? 
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Rat. No doubt, my lord. 

K. Rich. O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear, — 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. 

K. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 220 

Under our tents I '11 play the eaves-dropper, 
To see if any mean to shrink from me. [Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond, sitting in his tent. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond ! 

Richm. Qrj mercy, lords and watchful gentlemen, 
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here. 

Lords. How have you slept, my lord? 

Richm, The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding dreams 
That ever enter'd in a drowsy head. 
Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methought their souls, whose bodies Richard murder'd, 
Came to my tent, and cried on victory: 231 

I promise you, my soul is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Lords. Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm. Why then 'tis time to arm and give direction. 

His oration to his Soldiers. 

More than I have said, loving countrymen. 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 

Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this, 

God and our good cause fight upon our side ; 240 

The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls, 

Like high-rear'd bulwarks, stand, before our faces ; 

Richard except, those whom we fight against 

Had rather have us win than him they follow: 

For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 
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A bloody tyrant and a homicide ; 

One raised in blood, and one in blood established ; 

One that made means to come by what he hath, 

And slaughtered those that were the means to help him ; 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 250 

Of England's chair, where he is falsely set ; 

One that hath ever been God's enemy : 

Then, if 'you fight against God's enemy, 

God will in justice ward you as his soldiers ; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down. 

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ; 

If you do fight against your country's foes, 

Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire ; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 260 

If you do free your children from the sword, 

Your children's children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God and all these rights, 

Advance your standards, dra,w your willing swords. 

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face ; 

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 

The least of you shall share his part thereof. 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheerfully ; 269 

God and Saint George 1 Richmond and victory ! [Exeunt, 

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants 

and Forces, 

K, Rich, What said Northumberland as touching Rich- 
mond? 
Rat, That he was never trained up in arms. 
K, Rich, He said the truth : and what said Surrey then ? 
Rat, He smiled and said *The better for our purpose.' 
K, Rich, He was in the right ; and so indeed it is. 

[The clock striketh. 
Tell the clock there. Give me a calendar. 

Who saw the sun to-day? 
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Rat Not I, my lord. 

K, Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for by the bcJok 
He should have braved the east an hour ago : 
A black day will it be to somebody. 280 

Ratcliff ! 

Rat, My lord? 

K, Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day ; 

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
I would these dewy tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day I Why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the selfsame heaven 
That frowns on me looks sadly upon hinu 

Enter NORFOLK. 

Nor, Ann, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the field. 

K, Rich, Come, bustle, bustle. Caparison my horse. 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power : 290 

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain, 
And thus my battle shall be ordered : 
My foreward shall be drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of horse and foot ; 
Our archers shall be placed in the midst : 
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 
They thus directed, we will follow 
In the main battle, whose puissance on either side 
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 300 

This, and Saint George to boot ! What think'st thou, 
Norfolk ? 

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign. 
This found I on my tent this morning. 

\He sheweth him a paper. 

K, Rich. [Reads\ 'Jockey of Norfolk, be not too bold. 
For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.' 
A thing devised by the enemy. 
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge: 
\ Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls : 
' Conscience is but a word that cowards use. 
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Devised at first to keep the strong in awe : 310 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to 't pell-mell ; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to helL 

His oration to his Army, 

What shaU I say more than J have inferred? 

Remember whom you are to cope withal ; 

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, 

A scum of Bretons, and base lackey peasants. 

Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 

To desperate ventures and assured destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring to you unrest ; 320 

You having lands, and blest with beauteous wives, 

They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow. 

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost? 

A milk-sop, one that never in his life 

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow? 

Let 's whip these stragglers o*er the seas again ; 

Lash hence these overweening rags of France, 

These famish'd beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 330 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themselves. 

If we be conquered, let men conquer us. 

And not these bastard Bretons ; whom our fathers 

Have in their own land beaten, bobbed, and thump'd. 

And in record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 

Ravish our daughters ? \prum afar off^ Hark ! I hear 

their drum. 
Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen 1 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 340 

Amaze the welkin with your broken staves I 

Enter a Messenger. 
What says Lord Stanley? will he bring his power? 



112 KING RICHARD THE THIRD. 

Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

AT. Rich. Off with his son George's head ! 

Nor, My lord, the enemy is past the marsh: 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K! Rich, A thousand hearts are great within my bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 350 

Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms. [Exeunt. 



Scene IV. Another part of the field. 

Alarum : excursions. Enter Norfolk and forces fighting • 

to him Catesby. 

Cate, Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Daring an opposite to every danger : 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights. 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost 1 

Alarums. Enter King Richard. 

K, Rich, A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse ! 

Cate, Withdraw, my lord ; 1 11 help you to a horse. 

IC, Rich, Slave, I have set my life upon a cast, 
And I will stand the hazard of the die : 10 

I think there be six Richmonds in the field ; 
Five have I slain to-day instead of him. 
A horse 1 a horse I my kingdom for a horse ! [Exeunt. 
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Scene V. Another pari of the field. 

Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond ; they fight. 
Richard is slain. Retreat and fiourish. Re-enter 
Richmond, Derby bearing the crown^ with divers 
other Lords, 

Richm. God and your arms be praised, victorious friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 

Der, Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit thee. 
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal ; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm, Great God of heaven, say Amen to all ! 
But, tell me, is young George Stanley living? 

Der, He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ; 10 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 

Richm, What men of name are slain on either side.? 

Der, John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 

Richm, Inter their bodies as becomes their births : 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will return to us : 
And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament, 
We will unite ±he white rose and the red. 
Smile heaven upon this lair conjuncfion, 20 

That long have frown'd upon their enmity ! 
What traitor hears me, and says not amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and scarr'd herself; 
The brother blindly shed the brother's blood. 
The father rashly slaughtered his own son, 
The son, compeU'd, been butcher to the sire ; 
All this divided York and Lancaster, 
Divided in their dire division, 
O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true succeeders of each royal house, 30 

I 
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By God's fair ordinance conjoin together! 

And let their heirs, God, if thy will be so, 

Enrich the time to come with smooth-faced peace, 

With smiling plenty and fair prosperous days ! 

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again. 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood ! 

Let them not live to taste this land's increase 

That would with treason wound this fair land's peace ! 

Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again : 

That she may long live here, God say amen ! [Exeunt 



